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To the Right Honourable the 


arl of CLARE. 


22. Lonp, = 
Humbly Deſire 
SY El Your Protection 
orthe following 
cenes from the Rage of a 
Peſpairing Faction, who 
Pre now become ſo tender 
Js to take Offence at Meta- 
F Py and are unable to 
Jl - A 3 en- 


1 Dedicatiun. 
endure the Touch even of 
a Poetical Figure. The 
© Epilogue, deſign d to ſend 
our Friends in good Hu- 
mour from the Play, diſ- 
obliged: ſome People ex- 
treamly, and they attempt - 


ed to Damn the Comedy/ 


for an Innocent Allegory, 
as if it were preſumptuousſ 
to imagine there had been 
a Siparate Peace; but every 
Honeſi Briton was warm'd in 
the Cauſe of Truth, and Wi 
deſfended jt with uncom- Y 
mon Ardour. ol 


Dh our 


- Dedication. 
Your Lordſhi ip has 
e Liſts 

Teainft the Enemies of our 
onſtitution; You have 
vith the warmeſt Heart 
Ind the moſt ſteddy Cou- 
| Wage labour'd in the Cauſe 
15 Liberty, and are at 

4 Yength gloriouſly Reward- 
used in the Happineſs of 
en your Country; all that 
yl our generous Spirit pro- 
in doſed for the moſt unwea- 
d | ied Diligence at the Ex» | 
Pence of your Health and 9 
Fortune. ; 1 
Os 


| 
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+: 4.6 
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f ö 
je pravely Entered t 
d 


u- 4 
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ut And 


upon the Succeſs of your 


Parliament who have con- 
ſtantly detended the Li- 
berties not only of Britain, 


tend for Slavery? But their 
Attempts have proved in- 
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And now, my L I'S 


gratulate your Lordſhip x 


Endeavours: Who is not 
fill'd with Joy when he 
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{ſees thoſe Names again in 


but of all -urope, againſt the 
Malice and Ambition of 
ſome Men who prevailed 
upon the People to con- 


effectual; and now if ebe) 


? Dienlication. Wt 
C ill not Vouchſafe to be 
,, we thank Providence | 
ip Hey muſt ſerve Abroad. 
5 | May your Lordſhi ſtill 
t Continue to be as Vou have 
egun, a ſhining Orna- 
in Hent to your Noble Name 
Ind Country, and may all 
i- Pur young Nobility be a- 
n, ¶imated by your great Ex= | 
Imple with the ſame ho- 
"Weſt Publick Zeal for the 
.d Fommon Good; ſo ſhall 
n- Nur thrice happy Conſti- 
ir Wtion be 4 
n- He preſent Eſtabliſnment 
ey all Poſterity, ſo ſhal! 
N ä 


reſerved on 


Dealcatlion. 


| Britain Recover, and for 
ever hold the Ballance 0 1 


the Veſtern World, ſo ſhall i i 
for ever be her glorious 
Task to Defend Tor (elif 4 
and the Nations round her 
from Tyranny and oo 
Preſſion. 


' | am, 
My Lord, 
Tour Lordfbip's moſt O bedient, 

and * Humble Servant.) 
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P 0LOGUE 8 120 b 
n + In SY, * gt 


. me to ſpeak P Nele I be wildt 
A Prologue ! Lord, are Prologue « way cn a Child? 
bh Heathen Word: ! # hard to bring em pat in 
Dramma D * * nos how much Latin ! 
I ſhould mifiake a Word, you know, 
ff ts Wilks within would Snud one Rm 
"0 I muſt do's. | : 
** * like Ambaſſadors, in Form ave ſhown, 5 1 
3 firſt they've prblick __— of the Town 
he Prologue ceremoniouſiy harangues, 
„ moves your 1772 Rs Anthor's Pang: 
nt, you that he fande behind the Scenes, 
ad wer for the — of his Brains. 
with----Nay if the Poet peeps, I vow | 
puts me elear y ont --Or with a Bow | 4 
yan 4 Curt ) 177 Rea beg the Lady: Pigs | 1 
elſe in thr Front th City | | 1 
1 gravely tell 10 * you Map — | þ 
1 — damn the Critic that envious rat, 


% ** 
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1 2 k 22 77 S7 0 
An 6, like Bards of---of .. ! Greece 
kf; make hi: Play and Prolo * 
lead: you to th Rural od, 2 x 
} Conntry Bargain /fill is Love for Love. - 


ovent- Caron 


my In . = Pills 


- Walk: and Vice ju F 
Fear of 


2425 Saas 2 

there's no Wichedn oe * 
e „ who never knew 
Kifſng meant, before I play'd Miſt Prue? 
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2 Eartwell, in Love with Flora, Mr. Booth, 
13 Nn My. Wilks. 


Sir John Toglit, u. Johnſon; 


Lurcher, Nephew to Sir John, My, Bickerſt 
Sneak a Taylor, 5 Au. Miller, 
Longbottom, 3 2 
Carbuncle, 4 Fintuer, 


Tim, Shacklefigure, 
Doublejugg, 


Valtur, 


WOMEN. 


8GBNB, A. Coy Pilep out Fool 
Miles from Londe 0 * 
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5 | Cuſtom of the Manor. 


n, | = 
SCENE ar open Country in Proſpective, with @ 


EG entleman's Seat on a Hill, at the Foot of which 
ſeen 4 Farm Houſe. g 


Enter Modely and Hleartwell i Riding Habits, 4 
Foot man appearing, &c. 


HRARTN ELT, 


EAD our Horſes round to the Farm Houſe 


which ſtands yonder at the Foot o the 


Mode, We'll walk croſs the Fields and 

meet you there, ä 

Heart, You heard the Country Fellows 

n Miles — any Town z you know 
S .- our 
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Be content, George, to Night thou ſha't have thy diere 


Joys; no, no, if we get Credit for a Barn 'tis all l ll 5 


2 »The cane Laſs: Or, 


our Horſes are ſo lame it will be impoſſible to Travel on: 1 


Lou ſee the Sun is linking from the top of yonder Hill, 1 


iſtreſs Variety, and lie in a Barn, in a warm Barn "ol 
a Truſs of clean Straw —— ; 
Mode, With a wholſome Country Girl, whoſe Brea 


is (weeter than the Bloom of Violets, in a Straw Hat, 


| Kerſey Gown, ard a white Dimity Waſtcoat, with Natu 4 
ral Red and White that innocently fluſhes over her rl 


and ſhows every Motion ot her Heart, * 


p 
=p 


Heart. Thus thy lmaginations always cheat thee of ch 19 
pect —— This is a Change in Life however. | 1 
Mode. True; we tread no more the ſame inſipid cial 
our Pains quicken our Pleaſures, and — ein 
Spirit to our 12 1 
Heart. Hah ! then a Man ſhould be Sick to rl 
Health, 1 . 
Mode. Therefore [ hate London, where their Pleaſures 
like their Hyde Park Circle, move always in one Round 
where Yelterday, to Day, and to Morrow, are eternal} y 
the ſame; to the Chocolate-Houſe, to Dinner, the Coffee 
Houſe, the Play-Houſe, a Bottle or a Wench; tis tel 


Journey of a Dog in a Wheel, the Muſick of a Count 


iddle, eternally vexing the Strings to thrum the ſam 9 
weary Notes. 1 
Heart, Prithee no more, thy Railkery too is the Um AN 
dull Diſh ſerv'd over and over thou haſt no Ab 9 
and rajleſt at a Feaſt, K. 
Mode, Wheretore has Nature open'd this wild irre wii NF 
Scene of wrious Pleaſures; wh given us Appetites, Pai 
ons, Limbs, but to poſleſs, "tee, enjoy bs beaut! 
Creation; I'll Travel over and Talte every Bleſſing; ny 
wait till the tired Senſe palls with Poſſeſſion z but y fron | 


Joy to Joy unſated, freſh; for new Delights, 


Heart, Do ſo; make your ſelf as good an Enterto 
ment as you can poſſibly form in Imagination, wal 
walk en and e to 4 . real Supper and Wl 
Bed. | [Goin 
Mo 


De Cuſtom of the Manor. 
Mode. Nay I'll go with you; you know I am no Pla- 


| ir onick, in Love or Mutton I always fall too without Ce- 
love emony. | | | [Exenm, 


Wa ora, Aura, and ſome Country Maids and Men Dancing with 7 
Breat 4 Fiddle before em, ſinging the Burthen of the Ballad: The | 
lat, Lads and the Laſſes a Sheep - ſnearing go. 


Natu . Aura. In ſhort my Feet are out o' Meaſure, I am tired 
Face Mvith the Mirth o'.the Day, and my weary Limbs bobble 
ter the Crowd like a tired Pack-horſe to the lamentable 

Muſick of his own heavy Bells. ; 

Flora. You have won the Garland o' the Green, the 
EB heep ſhearers have given you the Honours of their Feaſt, 

Circe ou muſt pay the Fees and Dance out o' their Debt. 

ts gi. Aura. Strike up then thou Torturer of Cats. guts; Clap 


hy Ear and thy Hands to the Fiddle, and awake the | 
reli rowſie Strings. Clodden, once more take my Hand, if 
bou dareſt te venture vother Trip. | | 4 
afure WF Cod. Aye with all my Heart, fair Maiden, I'll ſtand by. 
ound; ou to be ſure as long as ton Foot will ſtond by to- 
ernalli her, . 5 | | 43 
Coffer Aura. Away then; [4 Dance, vv 


duni 


1 Count. Odſnigs, ſhe Daunces featly, hab, Aal, dan 4 


hou ever ſee the peer oe n! ? < OS 
2 Count. Pray ye now who be thick Maidens who have 


A 


een ſo merry at our Feat to Day? -\ 1 
e fam 2 Cant. Nays, Nays, I know em not, Neighbour 7 
Þpetity 1 lodden brought 'em, they been his Gueſts to be ſhure, | 4 


1 — 


. Cod. Now Lookee dee fee to be ſhure we will have 
regul he Sheep-ſheering once again — and then it will be tima 
„ Paſeo go Home, the Sun is going to Bed already. — Come, 
eauti eighbour, duſt it away. | | 


The Sheep: ſheering, a Ballad, 


I, 


the Roſe is in Bud and blue Violets blow; 
the Birds ſing us gs on every Bough; 
5 B 2 | 


3 n= 
y frog 


tern 
while 
and 
[Gon 
Mo 
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4 The Country Laſſes: Or, 
In ben Comſtißs and Daiſeys and Daffadils ſpread. 
Aud pry and Perfume the green — — Þ 
pen without the Plough - 
Fat Oxen Low, | | 
The Lads and the Laſſes a Sheep ſheering go. 


| II. 
The cleanly Milk Pail Y 
Is fil” d with brown Ale; „„ 
Our Table s the Graſs; 9 
Where we Kiſs and we Sing, ©» 
And we Dance in a Ring, 1 
And every Lad ha. bis Laſs. 11 
1 8 Hh. h { | 
| The Shepherd ſheers his folly Fleece, . 
Nom much e wht lr ſay wat in Greece. 
N. eur Glonth and our Pöl. 
And our Politich Blood, | Wo 
I the Seat which our Nebler all fit on | 3 
Au Mine above Ground, F 
Whore our Treaſure (+ found, © | 
N the Gold and the Silver of Britain, 1 
| [Bent Ones, exeeps Aura and Flora, i | 
Aura. Coufin, VI go to London, | 
Flora, What new Lure has Satan employ'd to tempt "i 


you thither? | | 4 
As. Only to ſee ſome of my own Species, a few Men 
and Women, for 1 cannot look on the Things we tulk'd 
to juſt now but as Beings between Men and Beaſts, and Wi 
of an Inferior Nature to the People who grow in Cities; 
if I ſay longer among theſe Savages, I ſhall not have Va- 
nity enough to keep my ſelf eleany 1 muſt go to London lh 
to recover my Pride, i ſtarving here, a 
Flora, And yet how often have I heard thee Rail at 
London, and call it an InfeQtious 5. +50 of Vapours, 

0 


ſemblage of Falſhood and Hypocri 
an A * 2 Jo ann | 
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' The Cuſtom of the Manon. x 
Aura. 'Tis true; but my Affections have taken another 3 
WF urn; the Heart of Woman, Girl, like a Bowl down a --_- 
imm, continually changes as it rolls; *tis a Glaſs that re- 2 
eives every Image, but retains none, the next new Idea 
rv holy effaces the former; I declare ſeriouſly I never 
ine my own Mind two Hours together in my Life. 
IE Flora. Tis a Blank Sheet, and yet will receive no Im- 
Preſſion; how often have I endeayour'd to Engrave there 
Sn Averſion to that abominable Town, where Credit is 
ie Pawn of Knayes, and fattens upon the Avarice of , 
$0015: Religion has been made the Politicians Bubble, and 

onours publick Merchandize, and what ought to be the 


idlinction of Virtue, has been there made the Price of 
in. The Tyrant wy 1 all, there every thing is 
Wen, Faith, Fame, Friendſhip, Reaſon and Religion, 
Way Love, my Dear, Love is bought and {old there 
ZZ 00 ; 


= 4. O'my Word you declaim Child like a Country 
Ichool- maſter; yet aſter all, People bred in Society, who 
in Talk and Look, and Lye and Bow a little, are as 
neh ſuperior to theſe Clowns as Angels are to them, 
Flora, Haye you Courage enough te ſo barefaced lato 
Crowd, where every body wears a Mak? 
ae, No, Ill be in the Mode, and wear one too, 
. Fi, What, at the price of Truth wyIth us now every 
lug i unadorn'd by Art, and looks fo beautiful in th? 
Pr et of Nature, fo Innocent, Simple and Undiſguiſed oo, 
„ae. Ay; but there is @ fort of wearlſom Dulneſd that 
pt alte upon your * Now here we muſt travel, | 
en Miles, ſeven long Miles at leaſt, to a be garly 2 


len Country Village, which you pompouſly Ryle our Market 
ron, where we may by — ſes elle Things that ' Þ 
and look like intelligent Belnge the Parſon and the Attorneyz, | 3 
ies; or it may be ſome younger Brother of ſome Neighbour. \Þ 
Va» og Lord of the Manor, whoſe Face carries the Colour of 


don 3 


| at 
irs, 


he oder, and his Shape of the Hogſhead he feeds on. 
Who drinks {6 conſtantly and fo much, as if all the Rell» 1 

gion he had been ever taught war, That Man was created 

to ſwallow a prodigious ny of Stale Beer, 
"1" FJ b 


wn. 
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6 The Country Laſſes: Or, 


vonder, they move towards us, my Heart beats quick at 


Mode, We ſhall lie to Night , ſhe is a ſweet Girl. Bl 


| Flora, Bir, we buy, we don't ſell Fortune; two 1 1 
0 


Flora, Couſin, thou art a very wild Fop. 
Aura. We are all ſo in our Hearts; what Girl, whoſe M$ 
whole Compoſition is not Dough and Phlegm, wou'd W' 
quit the Management of her Fan for a Shepherdeſs's Crook, 8p 


or gather. Daiſeys in the Meads, and make Garlands for Wn, 


Lambs, when ſhe may pick up Hearts in the Ring, and 
make Conqueſts of Men; or be content to behold the 
muddy Reflection of her own Face in a Pond, when ſhe 8 
may glide thro' s Crowd of living Mirrors in the Draw- 
ing Room, and be flatter'd by the whole Bean Ah hh 
But o'my Conſcience here they are! _ = 

Flora. What? | | | 7 

Aura Men, my dear, Men- Human Creatures; look ui 


| 


the uncommon Sight, does not thine too? Be honeſt and li 
tell Truth, | | = 


uy be as very a ſhe Cudden as ever hopp'd round a May. 8 
pole, 8 


Mode, Pretty Maidens tiny one Moment, 
und give your Aſſiſtance to two honeſt Fellows in Diſtreſs * 
eur Horſes are lame, 'tls late, we haye loſt -our | 


N A 4 
* q 


| 
| | 
| 


| 
wm | | | x 1 * 

eart, And we wou'd know Where z... «ſhe is intolera - 
bly handſom, Aſide of Flora. Wi 
Aſide of Aura, 


uſt now offer'd us a Pennyworth, they paſt d by t 
lms, | believe you may o'ertake em, 
Aura. Yer Sir, they will tell you what will happen to 

you exa@tly--good — % 4 

' Mode, Nay, it I part with you thus, 


7 


Heart. 


N The Cuſtom of the Manor, 7 
| OT. ſurpriz'd-—— ſuch a Diaſect : So much 
hoſe 1 ty here too in agyild Conntry Hamlet — tis wone 
d ful. | 
0 Bode, They have the perfect Mien of five Ladies 
for ness in their Air, | 1 
and art Aye and their Habits too are Genteel tho' Rural, 
| the ' let 'em go yet, Modely, | 
1 ſhe . Jo, no you muſt not ſtir. [ Holding ber. 
raw v8 1%. Pray, Sir, as you are a Gentleman | 
eee e, Why you wou'd not leave us. in @ ſtrange Place, 
la? | „„ 
„„a. We have no Title at all to you if you are a 
ple of ſtray Cattle, all we can do is to bring you to 
Conſtable. | | 
„e. And what then? 
%%, Why then he muſt ery you three Market Days, 
no Body owns you, you fall to the Lord of the 
oo. | 
eat, to Flora, te whom he has been talking | Stay one 
Wii: Dear Creature, vaniſh not immediaivly, if you 
Wd not have me believe my ſelf in a Viſion, and go 
ing up and down, talking of Angels in Country Ha. 


1 


%., You have been talking all this while out of my 
np if: Pray, Sir, come down to my Underſtanding, 
e you fee is as plain as my Dreſs. Vis downright Po. 
y, to uy your Prayers in- an unknown Tongue, | 
Heart. II turn Catholick, any thing, fo you'll be my 

nt. ä | 

,a. hut can T grant your Prayer, if 1 don't underſtand. 
„ur Petition ? 

Wy {Heart Your Underſtanding is equal to your Form, 
e which excels is impoſſible, Where both are per- 


es, If 1 have any Underſtanding, don't Batter it with 
Wd words, 1 know no Woman Who is proof againſt 
ter that Will with a Wiſp leads us all aſtray; but 
put my Ears and take my (elf away from it in» 


vntly, | I | 
B 4 | Heart, 


8 The Country Laſſes.: Or, 


Heart. *Tis impoflible to ſee thee and not talk in Rap. j 
_— beautiful Robber, wou't thou Gagg me 
too | 1 

Flora. It grows late: Pray give me my Hand: Let ne 
„ | ' 

Heart. But one word more; Who is the Inhabitant of 
that Farm Houle in the Bottom? _ 

Aura. A ſour old Man, Sir, who when he is in a very 
good Humour, vouchſafes to call me Daughter. 

Flora, And me, Couſin ; There we live, Gentlemen, 
and are like to live fretting one another like Silk aud 
Worſted wove together, till we quite wear out. 4 
Heart. You have none of the Ruſt of the Country up- 
on you tis wonderful you live poliſh'd among Savages, 
Neither your Words, your Mien, your Manners, nor any 
thing but your Habits, ſpeak you what you wou'd ap 3 

ear. | | | . 
5 Aura. My Father and the Vicar of our Pariſh taught ui 
both to read and write; but indeed, ) Sir, my Father wa 
born a Gentleman, and is by Accident only a Clown, for 
haying in his Youth profuſely ſquander'd a great Eſtate in 
London among common Friends and Miſtreſſts, he took 
an Averſion to the Town, end turn'd his Sword into «8 
Ploughſhare. —_— 
Nora, 'Tis fo, Gentlemen: In him you may ſee 1 * 
thoughtleſs Rake degenerated into a plodding Farmer---- 
oily a few Books ſcatter'd cateleſly about, keep alive the 
Memory of the Gentleman; and When a Receſs from hiv 
daily Labour gives him leave, he will read a Page or two 
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4 
4 
they ſay of Cities, Courts, and Polite Pleaſures, as we! * 
call em, he declares he choſe this Selſtude to ſoften him. 
ſelf, and file off that Barbarlty he had eontracted by con- MY 
verfing with Mankind, = 

Heart, Is it impoſſible to fee this four e? U per. 
ſwade my ſelf we might revive thoſe Seeds of Humanity Bt 
that once liv'd within him, and get Entertainment in his Wl 


Farm tor one Night only: Eſpecially if you wou'd 0 
| 0 


in « Latin Satyriſt, and as he ſmoaks his Pipe in our broad 


Chimney corner, explain to us all the iI]-natur'd things 
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in R good to uſe your Power too, and venture to interceds ; 
agg m. 2 Stranger. | 1 
bbs. Sir, tis Impoſſible ! If you wore any Form but 
Let me hat you do. | | 
art, Ack him only; Try a little; Uſe the Influence 
tant o your Eyes — Ask him with a Look of Pity, and 18 
I ooſſible he Mou'd deny E. n . 
1 a very Fora, Aye; but I my lelf am not. rightly ſatisfied; I 
| . 3 | 
tlemen, Wart, Away with Fear, 'tis an Enemy to all that is 
ilk aud ve or generous, Can we offend againſt all the Laws at. 
manity, Honour, Hoſpitality ? b (wear there's an aw- 
try up- Charm in your Eyes, wou'd (bp the burning Rage of 
or an Irunken Libertine, 


: JF } 1 
* * 


1 


or ana. Ah! no more of that I beg you — [Tb Aura.] 
u'd ap. all we ask 
Ara. Will you venture? 3 

ught uu Flora. 1 am hal t afraid ! if you wou'd ſecond me. 
er wa ra, Never fear, my Girl: I'll ſtand bravely by thee 
In, for Gentlemen, we'll endeavour to prevail, and you ſhall 
ſtate in ve an Anſwer in the turn of a Second, 

took [Exennt Flora and Aura 
| Modely and Heartwell, | 
it Nee What a Couple of Jewels are here in Ruſtick 
or | 

= Mode. I never beheld any ſo Charming! 
art. What a * a Neck, a Cheſt, 
e. An Air, a Mien, an Inſtep, a Foot, 
FF Heart. Why, you don't mean my Girl 7. 
oF Mode Nor you mine, 1 hope. | 40 | 
we wh Mine is the moſt beautiful Piece of Fleſh and 
009. , F 
= Moe. Mine is the (Weeteſt moſt: Angelical little Rogue: | 
ae,, Her Hair is dark Brown, her Eyes are two 1 
= ack lebe of living Light — Diamonds of the firſt 

8 Mode, Her Breath is ſweater than a New made Hays 

ock. I had rather look 75 her than enjoy a Test. 

Hears, I never ſaw any t "8 in « Brocade ſo genre, A 

= es 
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to The Country Laſſes: Or, I 
Mode. 1 am ſtark mad for a Dimity Pettycoat, 2 
Heart. Ten Thouſand, 43 
Mode Pray give me leave, Sir, her—=— 3 

Heart. | tell you, Sir: Ten thouſand thouſand Crpi41'if 
play in every Ringlet of her Hair, Millions of little Lover 
wanton in her Eyes, Myriads of Graces ſip Near from 
her Lips, infinite nameleſs bewitching Beauties revel in 
every Feature of her tranſporting Face, tis extream Plea 
ſure to ſee her, tis Rapture to hear her, when ſhe ſmile; 

lam in an Extaſie——And all beyond, George, all beyond 
are unutterable Joyt. = 

Mode, Unſpeakable Pleaſures = 

Heart. Ah Rogue, Roguez what « lucky Night is thi, 

| . | [Embracing one another 

Mode, If we get In. | | | = 

Heart. Tf we have Entrance—— Hold here they come, 
and Old Crabiree with em. 9 

Euter Freehold, Flora and Aurs, = 

Fyes, Oh hoh — perhaps theſe are forme of my Cover! 
Garden Acquaintanee, 2, - : = 

Flora, | can't tell; but they haye waited « great WHL 8 

Fres, Let em Walt With 4 Murrlan. = 

Abita, Pleaſe, Bir, to ſay Aye of No, Y 

Free, No, then, no=— Biirn my Houſe and Barns fend 
the Murtian among my Cattle, the Mildew in my Cor ll 
atid the 1 * in fy Fruit === but let no Eondem Plague 
come Within my Doors == What has bewiteh'd you to ll 
a6k fli6h a Queſtion ? "= 
— Flora They delite in common Humanity as they are ½ 
Gentlemen. | = 

Free, Gentlemen == Hah! Why they are the Bane %% 
Hur gen, The Devil did left Miſehief in the Form of MK 
he Serpent to Bye, than in that to ker Daughters 4 
Woman's Reputation is always loft when tis yentur'd-— Xt 
but theſe are profeſs 8harpere, who neyer play upon the YT 

Buare for _ and are Worſe Rnemiey to it than Old BY 
Age or the Small Pox, 7 4 


LP 
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47. Vie are guarded, Sir, by you —by your In- 
WF uctions, | 

Free, Hah ! true Daughter of the firſt Woman, Well! 
| talk with em to oblige you — where are they? 
Flora. There they are, Sir: they look like Sober, Civil, 
pnelt Gentlemen, and not as if they came from Lone 


Cupid 
Love 
from 
evel in 8 
1 Plea- 8 
ſmile; 
eyond?; Y 


Free, Now I think they look like a Deputation from 
Cuckoldmakers of the Corporation. 5 

Mode, to Free.] Sir, the unexpected Occaſion of this 
MF 7c. One, Sir, ſpeak Truth, I know what you are 

le th ping for a pretty Exciſe for an unſraſbnable Viſit =— 


wth have not told one Lye in Complement theſe thirty 
—_. _ | 5 
come Na, Nor heard one nelther? 


NT Free, No, Sir, nor heard one } here we only make up 
few neceffiry Lyes for « Market Day or fo, 

= Mode, But we wou'd only fay in plain Words, 

Fee, I'll tell you what honourable Defign you twa 
ve elubb'd for in plain Words, your Horſes were to 
| lame, you were to be benighted, an miking uſe of 
Humanity for Entrahnee into my Houſe you vet 
AW iteſtly hope for an Opportunity to Ruin my Family; 


„fende your Conſeiences, is {t not fo? Hah! 

Corn _ Heat. We confels the Cliarge is tob generally true but 
en e beg leave to be excepted; and declare flich Practices, 
bu to e hatever Habits Men wear, call em Villains == HowWꝛe⸗ 


He, if tis (npoiible ts gait Gredie with you. 
I Free. Whenee came you f 
Heart, From London 


10 e From £9940, f © thought agvin, the Mart of 
v ee, %% Chief Refidenesz he fic up & Vaga - 
— \ Jv" $ovl of two now and then with he, but he Mong» 
— 0 ins there, | | 
„e Hoare, What drove you firſt from Loudan? 

Old RF Free, Millions of Impertinents; ] cou'd not bear tao 


ace Attendance in the 'Antichambers, and catch Cold 


| on 
urn \ | 


\ 
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on the Stair-Caſes of falſe tricking Courtiers; nor endure % 
to be beſpatter d by the Chariot of an Upſtart, a Mufn 
room, ho finds himſelf, he dots not know how, by a Fi- 
gure in a Lottery, a turn of a Dye, or the Folly of a 
Woman, metamorphos'd into a Gentleman, and lolling in 
the Chariot that his Father drove — I cou'd not pay my 
Court to a Quality Ideot of the laſt Edition, 1 had not 
Patience to attend the Burleſque Rhodomontades of a 
Lyer in Red, nor the nauſcous flattery of an Atheiſt in 9 


1 7 
1 955 x 
4 tk J 


Black. | J "= 
Heart. Ah. Sir, London is chang'd ſince your pious Days; A 


then indeed there was too great an Indulgence given to 
Libertines, q " 56 = 

Free. Aye tis chang'd truly. I hear what your Modern 1 
London is; we were Lewd indeed in our Days, but then e- 
ven Lewdneſs had Propricty; but of late they ſay your * 
Fools ſet up for Rakes, and Rakes for Politicians ; nay e- 
ven now you may ſee there Sharpers in bruſh'd Beavers al 
and Bobs, and Cullies in long Wigs and Swords; and in- 
ſtead of changing honeſt Staple tor Gold and Silver, you 
deal in Bears and Bulls only; you have Women who are ll 
Chaſt and yet wou'd appear Lewd, and you have Saints 
that are Sinners; in ſhort *tis a very wicked Town, your i 
Parſons Stockjob, and your Wenches Pray = 
Mode, But what is all this to the World of Love and 
Will Wit, and Gallantry, Old Diogenes ? _ 
| 1 Free. Your very Beaus, they ſay, now give way to your Wl 
I" Wittlings z and you may hear Fops in Urderſtandiny-rail 
at thoſe of Dreſy-— Who can with Patience bear a Co- 
*! comb that 1 ** the Credit of bis Parts by Retail. 
ling of Wit, who makes a Feaſt in the City, with the 
ood Things as he calls em, the Scraps that he ſteals i 
 #rom Court, and inſults his Intimates with a ſtolen Un- 
derſtanding who really belieyes himſelf a Uſeful Creature 
for keeping up the Circulation of Wit, —_— 

Heart, Thoſe Gentlemen have Breviates for Wits; and 


# 


x 
575 


while they attend a Vacancy ſerve as Cadets. | 1 


Node, But, Sir, to our 0 K there no Security to Wl 


be taken for one Night only .= 
Fit oo 2M Free 


Ws | The Cuſtom of the Manor. 13 


endure by zee, There is; but 'tis in my own Hands, if you'll 
' Muſh-//cpt the Terms; lookee Gentlemen, I have one faithful 
y a Fi. end in the World, tis boneſt Towſer, a true bred Ma- 


y of a , one who never ſcrapes or kiſſes my Hand but in 
ling in neſt Truth; who will ſtand by me with his beſt 
ay my od. Now he does me the Favour to lye every Night 
ad not my Bed's Foot; I am likewiſe Maſter 'of a Brace 
s of a large boned Threſhers; and theſe three have 
eiſt in In the Guardians of my Farm theſe ten Years; they 

e no more Reſpect than I for a long Wig and a Sword 
Days; ou know the reſt ; if 1 hear the Conies ſqueal 
en to ſend the Hunt abroad, Il ha' no Poaching, no Tun- 
ling. no driving in the Dark. : 8. 
odern Heart. Sir, we accept your Terms; he that intends no 
en e. rong, fears none. 


res. There then Enter — There lies your way. 
Exe. Free, Modely and Heartwel!, into the Farm 

aber | Flora and Aura. | | 

d in. Pera. Laud, Couſin, he has taken em both in. 

vor Aera. I tremble fo, I don't know what to do. 

Flora. It was your Fault, 0 

aint: Aura. You were bewitch'd to ask him. 

your Fra. Why did not you adviſe me to the contrary ? 
RX 4114. Oh Dear, my Heart beats. | | 

__ Ay, it beats to Arms Child, the Garriſon is be- 


your 8 
1 4 l 
ay e- 


®. 


| WT 444. Come let's in Courage? 


„47a, Theſe are your doings, you wild little Colt. 
tail. | | Þ 

th SCENE the Inſide of the Farm, + 
eals | | | 

Un. Frechold, Modely and Heartwell, 


Free, Forget you have been within the Walls of a ci. 
y, and we (hall agree well enough. | 


Heart, But, Sir, do you never, never intend to ſee 
London again? T4 Ay e never intend 
| 8% Free. 


.X 
* 7 


fore Supper; « Pipe is the beſt Whet in the World, 


above, with an old Knight her Kinſman whoſe Eſtate joins 
to hers; One Sir John Engliſh a Gentleman of right old- WW 
faſhion'd Hoſpitality : He has only one Fault, he is a lit. 


rm The Country Laſts: Or, 
Free. Never, never, I tell. you, _ 
Heart. Why ſo, Sir ? | 4 : 
Free, I gave ou my Reaſons But I'll Repeat em if 
to pleaſe you. I am unqualify'd for Conyerſition there lf 
l have not laviſh Complaiſance enough to Work up 
every Muſcle to a forced Smile, and Court the no Jeſts 8 
of a Wealthy Fool ia hopes to ſee my Name in the Codi. 8 


Til of his Will -—-.I cannot be raviſh'd with the young il 
.., Graces of a Super-annuated Beauty, who forgets ſhe has 


not one Tooth in ber Head for which ſhe is not in Debt: 
in ſhort, there is not a Creature among you wears his 
natural Shape, your Cullies wou'd be thought Sharpers, 
and your Sharpers Cullies; your noiſie roaring Boys are 
Cowards, and your brave Men ſilent ; ay 8 is exact- ll 
Iy dreſs'd, and Beauty in Diſhabilé'e — The few Virtues i 
you have you hide, and affect Crimesto be agreeable—- In ll 
a Word, you are all falſe double faced execrable Hypocrites, 
ons will you drink a Cup of Brown Ale, betore you 
bw | 9 
Heart. 1 thank you, Sir, but I am not Thirſty no-. 
Fyee. Oons, do you never Drink but when you are . 
dry We have none of your Lemonade or Sherbet here, 
Man- No, nor your to'ther waſhy thin Potation, call'd 
French Wine, that Brewer of falſe Love and Politicks: Wl 
We live upon Engli/þ Beef and Beer, the Staple of our 
own Country. es 1 
Heart. And every honeft Briten ought te Incourage it, Hl 
Free, Right Bey! Come, will you 8moak a Pipe be: 


"38 
1 Pp 1 . F 


Mode. No- by no Means, | 0 
Free, Oh hob - it will Spoil your kiffing- . = 
>. Pray, Sir, who is the Lord of your Manor bin 
re? | * | 1 
Free, We have no Lord, Sir, we have a Lady. 
Free A Lady! . 
Free, Aye, Sir, ſhe lives at the great Houſe on the Hill 28 
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too fond of your Quality: He was at Court in his 


„ech, where he had a ſuperficial View of the Glare and 
ear em iety of the place; and now he doats upon every thing 


n there at comes from thence; he is particularly Civil to 3 
'ork up has a wonderful Veneration for a Squ re o' the Body; 
N Wc night gives him great Joy, and he is Rayiſh'd with a 
e Lodi. | 


1 ode. A very odd Humour: But as to the Lady of your 
nor? | a 
„. Ay, there's a Lady, a Miracle, ſhe has Youth and 

uty, and 2000 . 4 Year, and yer has the uſe of all her 
arpers, mbs; ſhe will walk you four Miles before the Sun is 
% are , and come home with natural Colours on her Face got 


exact- 4 wholſome Exerciſe, She uſes no Face Phytick, ſhe is 
_ 1 ne of your Town Daubers that are in Danger of loſing 


* 


„ir Complexions for a Kiſs, no, ſhe looks like the bloom- 
criter, 


tet. node, and is as ſweet as the Breath of the Morning: 
© you de. Was ſhe never _— Sir ? 
EE Fee, No, the old Colonel her Father, Sir Fred. Beams 
.. 2 worthy Man he was, left her and her Eſtate 
. and ſhe ſays ſhe will keep 'em both ſo: She hates 
n, your Men and your Manners. 
TE Mode, And fo ſhe is ſettled, as the Timber upon her 
ate, for Life with her old Kinſman ? 
re Yes, there they live together, and let me tell you, 


Me old Hoſpitable Genius of Engiand ſeems Reviv'dinthemy 
ey are of almoſt as much Henefle to their Neighbours as 
oe Sun and Rain, a general Good —— Well! But come 
eo this Room and drink a Cup of Ale, nay 1 will have 


0. 
_— Mod, We'll follow you, 55 | 
== Free, What you ſee the Wenches coming, remember 
ur Articles, or Tow/er's the word. 1 
Model and Heart well, Enter to them Flora and Aura. 
0 Mode. Hain, my Damoſella once again, I'll kill thee my 
ear lictle Tmef with Kiſles. | 1 | 
Aura. Then I ſhall be the firſt Maid that ever died that | 
esth, and deſerve to be buried with my Face down- | 


wards; tho' I have known many a big Fellow _ of wu 
Victories, who durſt never draw his Sword. 1 
Mode. But I have fought many a Duel. | 
Aura. And did you the ways Conquer? 
Mode, No, ſometimes it has been a drawn Battle: bl 
now Il be ViRorious g r Dye, [Xi and hugs her, ? 
Aura. Land En you do ſo Toulle and Rump 1 | 
ones Cloaths; you Men oe the ſtrangeſt Creatures q 
Mode. You Women have the moſt whimſical Fancies-«| 
whither do you run- „what, I muſt follow you? is, 
' Anya, If you have Courage, the old Dragon is in tel 1 
next Room. 0 
Mode, box o' the Dragon; I am a Knight Errant, 01 4 
tis my buſineſs to Conquer Dragons, te 
Aura, Come on then, Herente: the 2 F 7 
Exe, Mode: a au 
Hleartwell and Why 1 Y 
Meare, Hear my let me (wear to you, fair Mad. 
112 What is it you wou'd ſwear ; that you love NF 
rus 
Heayt, More than Life, 12 Health or Libert 
whole Seul darts thre* my Eyes in 4 ** to Wo 
vou, every Atom is in Arms, * Blood ga g 
Vainsy 1 am all Alr while | talk” to you, 5 
Flora, T am afraid your Zeal is not of the right fort, if 4 
but like the Agitation of thoſe falſe Prophets, who fancy X 
themſelves Inſpir'd from Above, when they are only 


1 
9 
by 1 
—_ 
4 


loge thro! my 1 


-  atuated below; this is not Warmth but Wind; all * 4 


Vapour, 
eart, You ſhou'd forgive a ſmall Delirium to a Wretch | 
in a Fever, 

1 Flora, I can forgive a Mad-man, but 1 won't _ 
m, : 
3 Wou'd you, not pity and cure him, if you 

cou'd? * 

Flora. Then you wou'd be cured of Love * 

Heart. By Poſſeſſion of what I die for. 4 4 

Flora. True Poſſeſhon cures Love, as Death does 


| . Heart. | 1 
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\ 


eart; By thoſe immortal Eyes, twill make mine live 
ever, ; 
lora, No, no, *ewill die ſuddenly; Love's an Ague, 
the cold Fit certainly ſucceeds the hot. 
art. Do you believe no Man is conſtant ? | 
bra. 1 don't know, if one were to Mould yell; make 
as one does one's Cloaths, or fo. | 
Heart. Make me, Mould me as you pleaſez fancy the 
ou wou'd have in Idea, 
„%. 1 believe indeed I ſhall never have a Man any 
= wiſe than in Idea. But no more flouriſhes I pray 
„Sir, we have convers'd in Figure ever ſince we ſaw 
another; and you know, tho' one might like to {mel 
= Roe Noſegay now and then — | 
1, One does not care to feed upon a Roſe, 
lors, Come then let us elear up at once; and talk 
mon ſente to one another. | 
4% Agreed! | 
„, 5o be it! oY | 
= ws. ay then really 1 never liked a Woman better 
1 y Lifts | | 
„„. think you are ſomething more than tolerable, 
AE ay an agreeable Fellow, | E 
ear. Vo you like me? q) 
%, As | might a Picture, — | | 
* _ Do you take me only for the Shadow of @ 
I | | | 
„e. To me no more, for 1 look on this eee 
as the Idle Deluſion of a Morning's Dream, , 
art. Then let me wake thee into real Happineſs, the 
le God of Love ſhall wanton in thy Heart, as he now *": 
ys and revels in thy Eyes. | 4 
Flora, Rold! hold! You are running back into Meta- 
or; why this is down:ight Poetry) Pray come to 
I mmon Senſe again. | | 
Heart. That is very true; to be ſhort then, Whereabouts 
= your Bed. chamber? | 
FViora. Pho! now you talk idly. 1 
Heart. Do you lie alone, Child? 5 [Kiſſing fr 
| | Flora. 
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Flora. Why are you ſo Impertinent? 
Heart, Why are you ſo Coy? | 77 
Flora. What then it ſeems you do certainly aſſure you 
ſelf that, having kiſt'd me, ſqueez'd my Hand, and ſigh 
out a few unneceſſary fine things, I ſhall fall Plumb int 
your Arms as Cats get Birds by gazing at em? hes 
Heart, Come, my Love, this Diale@ is as affected » 
other; take this Jewel, accept it, wear it as a Token ol 
the moſt pure Affection; you ſhall live with me, Com 
mand me and my Fortune, I'll take you from this Con. Lt 
tage and this odd old Man, and you ſhall live as you 
Beauty and your Wit demand you ſhou'd, in all the vari 
ous Pleaſures this gay World can give you. [Embracing ler 
Flora. Here Sir, take your Toy agein; 1 thank 00 vh 
humbly for the mighty Favour; 1 tell no Beauty l.. WHR 
wou'd you Barter with me for my ſelf « Bribe me out ol 
my Perſon--»'tis poorly done; but know, Sir, I have 128 | 
Heart within that proudly tells me, no Price ſhall ever 
buy it: But is if honeſt in you to tempt that Innocence il 
you ſhou'd protect Reaſon diſtinguiſhes Man from eats, 
and Virtue Men from Men: Now as you boaſt of Hirth 
and virtuous Anceſtors, and wou'd wear thoſe Honour: 
-as your lawful Merit; think, reflect; are your Intentional 
__ to Juſtice, Honour, Gratitude? You wrong your 
elf as well as me; farewel, { Exit. 8 
Heartwell alone. Y 

She has ſtung me to the Soul with her too juſt Re. 
roaches; I am conſcious and aſham'd of my Crimes hc! i 
irtues, like her Beau ies, ſtood at firſt ſo filently within 28 
her, ſo unſtir'd by the leaſt Air of Vanity ſhe look'd as 8 
if ſhe knew 'em not; and yet when the laſt Injury pro-. 
vok'd em, they fluſh'd and ſwell'd her heighten'd Features | 
with ſuch pointed Indignation- . It is not to be born 
My Heart burns within me----She finks into my Mind---- "8 
I muſt have her, tho' at the Price of Liberty.- III Marry 
her, but what will the World ſay---1'll Renounce it; 11! 
Abjure it; | 7 
TA give her all my future Life and prove, 1 
Like Anthony, the World well loſt for Love. 
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re „% ACT H. SCENE I. 
d 0 
Md intoß 


ected u 
oken 0 1 
„Com ä 
\is C. A H Love and the Dice have undone 

mei! have purſued Angelica, and 1. bad 
he van une, to the laſt Farthing. What muſt I do? Hiſho- 
a waits upon Neceſſity, and he that keeps his Virtue 
nk ou n he is poor is a Hero indeed, ——- Yet I'l endea- 
wh , I — hard, and not part with the Gentleman 
ible | 


er Lurcher, Hawkwell, Vultur, Carbuncle a 
intner, Longbottom a Perake-maker, and Sneak | 


Taylor * 


Out e 'tis po to preſerve him. EDS 
have . What do you mean to do with theſe hungry Raf: 
ll eve WR who follow you thus for their Debte? | 
cence . To pay em. * 

!caſt; . When? | 

* Birth . To morrow. 


nou; %. Which way ? | is 

ntion reh. My Uncle ſhull lend me the Money, 

4 yours =. Good! TY | | 

{ Exit, reh. Aye, my Uncle Sir Fohn Engliſh, who inhabits 
g'eat Houſe with the Turret o“ Top there, He ſhall 

\ Re. me the Money, then will 1 cifcharge theſe clamorous 

4 he! oe and be ſawey to them in my Turn, 

thin i: t. You ravez why, your Uncle has not ſeen you 

cd ee ten Years, nor can be preyail'd upon to truſt you 


with Subliſtence, What do you mean -— 


10. 
— %%. Why, he ſhall lend me the Money, and not 
- $9 he lerids it me; VI extort it from him by the Vio- 
d.. c of Stratagem; I'll Rare him full in the Face, and 
arry him believe L.oblige him when J receive the Mo- 


I'll <7 
. Riddles! Riddles! | SE 
F Break, I pray you, Maſter Lyrcher, indeed now; you 
ow 1 haye waited a long time, a moſt ſcandalous long 


2T time 
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time for my Money, and your Bill lengthens and lenpthey 
every 1 * upon my word, 1 ſhall not be able to hol 


out, . Beſides, here you have dragled me a long wa) 
and told me 1 ſhould be pay by your Unelez and alas T 
day, *tis an idle Tale, a Flim-flam, for you dare not (fo! 
much as look towards the Gates of his Houſe, . .. No, Mynter 
won't ſee you it ſeems; 1 wiſh 1 were at home again 4 
Here have yeu brought us into a eurſed Country, when © 
we can neither get Vietuals nor Sleep. us ek 
Carb, Phe' Pex, this is ver Aly is this your Land off" 
Canaan that 1 talk d of, that flow'd with Strong Derbe 
and Chines of Reet? | Ln 


Lurch, Have Patience, old flery Face, thy Noſe Null 
have Comfort preſently, — | 
Carb. Patience! Demmee Dick, which way now ſhall 
come by my Money ? ---- Yah know I toye you, you roy 
ing 7 Av Dog, gy know 1 do; , but here now, hen 
u hundred Pounds due for clean Claret, beſides wif 
ent, hard neat Money: .. Reckonings paid; Coach+hin 
uppers at your Lodgingh, and Ladies Feen z How th 
Evil 6 you imagine HOW, irt Frcter that | all py 
the Merchant i Why, 1 Will force me te break ah 
turg Gentleman: f It Wil never 6: 
Font: Sir 1 Weuld in the melt fubmiffive Manner iche 


. i | | 
urch, de, fb, what | all vpen the Hunt at nee == 
One Wich Gentlemen, | 
Long, You know very well the laft Tye-up 1 fold yo 
was as light and bright as Silver, and as firong as Wire 
with a fine flowing, large, open Curl; 1 reckon you bil 
12 Pieces for it, and, upon my Soul, my Lord Lantbor 
Foul would have paid me as much for it in ready Gold 
Lurch, And why wou'd you not take his Money ? 
Long. Becauſe it did not ſuit his Complexion, 
Lurch. Why, what was that to thee, Puppy? 
Long. Ah, Sir, his dark Olive Face . have throw! 
a Shade upon the Brightneſs of the Hair, I ſhould have 
loſt all my Credits Now, Sir, if a Gentlemen does but 
1 well 
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ear one's Work well, and become it, - I muſt needs 
y that for your Worſhip, 


alas Lerch. Well, Gentlemen, here you are, and 1 thank. 
not Nou for your Attendance to — nele's, 1 wiſh 1 bad 
No, Mtereſt enough in my own perlon to defite you to walk 

Min, aud tefrethz but that is impoſſible, 

When Carb Why, what do you think I lye in the Fields, 


dick? No, no, Vil have a Drachm, and a Jug of his 

tinge toe 1 What, Pl! try the Intereſt of my own Face 

ther than fall, 

Lurch. Thy Face! nay, 'tis time indeed, the Lights in 

Wy Face, Carbuncle, begin to burn blue, and if thou deſt 
ot get ſome Fewel for them, they will go out in utter 


(hall erkheſs.—— Look ye, Gemlemen, my Fellow-Tra- 
1 ronellers and Friends, if you will agree to a Project 1 have, 
heul d be content to att your Parts in it, 1 will ug ou 
* I Lodging, and the beſt Entertalnment in the Houſe + 
ü perhaps your * 
beet. | pray you what 


is this Projerh Mr. Ether tho 
een | have no great Opinion vt Projects or Projes 
Mrs, | : ER L , 
, Demme, Biek, what is it? 1 love Projefts and 
Ns Wenderfully: 1 
kong. | always Rid; wpen Wy Sevl | did al 1 
191 Wat he wi 4 "ety fine Gentleman, the' really Thepe 
's Praject will prodyee à Bed and a Supper, for 1 4 
mewhat hungry, 
Lwcb, Daubt it nat, Gentlemen: Yau and all the word 
naw the Character of Sir Fobu Engliſh: He is exceſſive 4 
ond of Quality, and piques himſelf upon being the mo 
lolpitable Man in the County, | 
Carb, And what then? 8 
bod, Why then I have a Mind to put the Change up- 
n him. | ES | 
Carb, Change upon him! How? | 
Lurch, Why, 1 will be a Man of Quality, 1'll clap a 
luc Ribbon croſs my Shoulders, and a Patch upon my 
ace; and if you will aſſiſt me fo far, if you wil _ | 
| cen 


. 


\ 
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ſcend ſo low to be —_ Part of my Fquipage, w 
we will come rattling to his Gates, and be receiv'd w 
as much Joy and Ceremony as if we were really wi 
we appear'd, | | | 
Carb, Epad, 1 —_— it wonderfully=—— We'll re 
in October and Roaſt-beef, 
Long, Upon my Soul a very elegant Deſign, Yau 
wear yuur Fill-boattom, | 
Sneaks But how will this help us to our Money, 
Lureber ? | | 
Cn, Why, his Lordſhip will take the Knight to! 
quet alter Supper, and bite him, 
Lurch. No. no, Sir Fein never plays; 1 have a my 
honvurah)s Defign than that, 1 aſſure you, | 
Carb, What is it ? Out With it, my tele Bully Boy. 
7 05 Why, when all the Family ate Faſt aſleep, | 
Will elap en dur Mazking Sults and Vieurs —— 
Guard. Aid rob the Hobſe; very gvod; =_ 
Sent: Oh laud, fob the Houls: why, What de 7709 
think Pl be havgh for — „„ ;᷑;᷑́ (( 
Earth. Nov, my Heglhead ef — ne; We W 
bin theft in theif Beds and ene anether afterwards, il 
yet ef rob the Houſe ef a Shilling. 
bas Ta what Furpeſe fheuld you bind them then? 
Ewreb, Don't finguire further beforehand, —= I bi 
au only t truſt me with che Canduet of this Affair. 
Ten venture my Lite | (hall bring you all off fafe: 1 hai 
in aur Coagh, which ſtands by the Road fide, every thigh 
that can be neceſſary for the Execution of our Delign. - 
Nay, nav, - don't let thy Courage fink, now we aff 
upon Action Lads, — | F 
Sneak. | delire to be excus'd; I will not engage in it 
Car. Vil ſlice if you mutter, 1'll demoliſh ---- what ! 
you mutiny ? Go, on, Dick, we'll follow you to the cull 
of the World. | 44 | . 
Lurch. Along then, my Lads of Mettle; be firm an 
united, and 1 will be anſwerable for the Succeſs, [Exe 


(] 
5 


SCENE 
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Enter Lurcher, and four of his Creditors as the Equipage i 
| a Nobleman, and Vultur as his Running Foot man. 
| Sneak, Laud my Heart finks: I ſweat and tremble al 
ready, I ſhall never hold out. 

Carb, You pin+hearted Puppy, recal your Courage, 0 
= N vou; What, would you Ruin our whole A rur. 

, | 
Sneak. Well, dear Carbanele, be peaceable, I will Qriye 
Lieb. Tom Futur, how does his Grace become me 
Does the Man of Quality fit eaſie upon the Rake! Dub 

Mult. Admirably, you look as if you were made for 
771 
Lureh, And you flatter me as if I were one — t! 
Bullfeſs Lads, to Buſineſs---Do you Tu uuf, you . §à le 
repreſent my Running Footman, Trot before and pre 

re the Old Knight to receive us If 1 ean td, rel 

figh in this Habit and Equipages [ Exit VA 
Card. We'll Drink and Weneh, and Rear eternally, ou 
whole Lives ſhall run round in a Eirele ef Mirth, 3 
Ee, Joy fhall be the Jack, Pleafure the Byaſs, ani 
we'll rewl after Happineſs te the laſt Moment of Life, 
Gard, Without one Rub in the Carpet, Boys, 
ol b, With your Faveur, Squire, how cames this SY 

Jahn Engliſh, who treats and entertains all, and is 6 vet. 

2 proud of being Hoſpitable, to rake no Care of you? 500 
ay, you never perſonally offended him. 3 

Lurch. Never; but III tell ot My Father, his Siſter 
Husband, dy'd 2000 l. in his Debt, for which he religi 
ouſly determin'd to Puniſh me his Heir. At my Father 
Death I was ten Years Old, but from that Time no In 
terceſſion cou'd prevail with this obſtinate old Mule ſo 
much as to ſee me. But we have no Time to loſe in 
Words Come on my Boys, now let us give Order for 
the Coach to drive gently up the Hill---By this Time, St 
ohn J hope is ready to receive us. Exeunt. pi. 
ir John Engliſh walking in his Hall: Vultur comes blow- 
ing in, as a Running Footman Ke 
Pult. Hoh Phu! Phu! with your Pardon, Sir, with Eo 
Jou Pardon; Phu, Phu, 15 | 


Sif 


> * 
* 
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page Siv Fobn, How now, Pumps Dimity, and 60 Miles a 
M, diy, whoſe Greyhound are you? 
ble af 7»/t. Phu, Phu; do you know or can you give mo 


ny Information, Phu. 

bir Fobn. Stand Mill and breathe Puppy, I'll walk a 
Turn or two till your Bellows are in Order, 

At Can you tell me, I ay, if my Lord Duke be come 
iv Polm, Thy Lord Duke! prithee Who is thy Lord 


rus Friend ? 
Pu knew my Lord Bs Ore 


AL... ht eyery bod 
le Duke of ought mM ; younge ſt Jon bears the Title 


ge. 0 
le Af 


rive 
me 


for 


ond Bite, _ his da Margueſ of Bamington by 
wü e Courteſſe of Eagland. 

pe / 764m. Art fire he will alight here? I fhou'd be 
i" —— to Entertain his Grace, buy 1 fear theu art mi- 


E uh De you think ſo, Ar? by your leave, Bir? CG 
; ation o'we Pllw, why uns, 10 Ia) come 


| ij — 
e. 35 What Is your dan air? 

| vn, How ha d 1 be to 8 ki Grace i 
$ i 1 * 0 his Grace Ne — Houſe 2 5 the FA * 


et of Top? | 
| Vault, No Lir, no! Y 
«il Sir John. Nor did not you hear him ä the vel 
c er Cufhions in my little Farlour Nor ay] large gilt 
-ndleſticks? 
Vault, Upon my Honour no! 
S Fobn. Your Honour, Scibl Nor no Word dropt | 
bout the Hangings in the great Chamber 
Vult, Not a Word, [Running off, Sir John hold him. 
Sir Zolm, A Pox confine thee, this Fellow was born 
with a Whirlygig in his Heels: Stand fill you louſie ſeyen 
Miles an hour Rate) 
— If you ſtop me a Second long you ruin me, 
John. Was there no Talk of a plentiful Board, _ 
Hor breving and the good old Engliſh n 
Yiy'd ſomewhere hercabout—— hab! 
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Bir Joby, Eedfoz Eodfo; we ſhall be in a fearful Hur: 
det my Band, 1 rn iy | wo puny 
WS, there, there Hs Grace | profeſs has fürpria d me 
ken me fb unprepar g. : 
Enter Lureher as 4 Duke with bis Rquipage, rant uf ts 
2 c Toh and ſalute him. 
Lureh, Bir John aal am your moſt faithful and 
bedient Servant; 1 could by no means have exeuſed m 
If if 1 had paſi'd by and not pad my ReſpeRts here, 
dir John. Ah, 1 Lord, I am your poor unworthy = 
tvant; all 1 can Tay is, your Grace is moſt ſpaciouſly 
eleome. | | + | 5 
Lurch, You have a fine Houſe here, Sir 7. 
Sir John. A Dog - hole, may it pleaſe your Grace, a meer 
-hole; 1 have @ clean Bed of ſo, a Bottle or two of 
Sod Wie for u particular, 1 brew with the beſt Male, 
g enn pretend only to a Bit of geed Mutton or 
en ſtarve your Grace, === but your Grace's Goodneſh, 
"A Leh yer hearty Bir Jes the Happieſt Creature 
how whing (that is your Character) when your Friends are 
nd you, | 
Sir Jon, Goodnaw ! Goodnaw ! Your Grace is |Pleg« 
t—— Will yeur Grace taſte a Glaſ of old. Hock. 
ick a little, little Daſh of Palm before you eat? | 
Lurch. By no means, Sir Jahn: Ypou my Word you 


ve a fine Country round you, a noble Eſtate, | 
y 


. 


tam Sir 7 %u. No, no, no: Lord; what with Taxes, 
Iutto pairs, bad Tenants, Pariſh- Charges, and ſo forth; a 
ham or Pittance— A — Pittance—— Will your Grace 
du u ve a Sevil Orange ſqueez d into a Glaſs of noble Racy 
ama Canary; what does 7 7 Grace think o'that? ay 

a lieye that; — Or a Glaſs of your Right Southam Cy« 


r ſweeten d with a little Old Mead — a hard Toaft 
Lurch. Not one Drop betore I eat, tho' you cou'd treat 
e with liquid Gold — Why you live here as if all 


ji 
TY... 
on Of 
dam in P aradiſe, a 

Sir John. Yes an it pleaſe your Grace with all 9 


out me 1 have a Heart, that is all 1 can boaſt, 1 
. e | have 


hings were in common without Labour or Mony, like 
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have a Heart Well, well! What News? Wh 
News at Lenden) I have a Nephew there; | have ne 
(een the Profligate this ten Years === I beg your Orace 
not intreat for him, his Father ſerv'd me ſeurvily, no, ng 
what o'that ? What o' that? 
[A Servant with Sach and Toaſt on a Salve. 
Your Grace muſt taſte One Glaſs of Sack, tis the Cu. 
Nom o' the Place; it will warm your Stomach; Come, 
comez »— Ah this Nephew of mine has been a will 
Lad, very wild, . | 
Lunch, 80 1 have heard, | 
Sir 28 Belike pour Grace might know him, for he 
kept Company o the bet: Ah who but Dick Lurchi 
Well he has, tho' he be but my Siſter's Son, much of ny 
| Blood in him, that he ha Does your Grace underſtan( 
Muſick ? | | | 
 Lurch, | have but a bad Ear. | +1... 
Sir Jobe. Very like! Very like Your Grace = 
trayell g. ; —_ 
. Lurch, Theſe five Yearg, Sir | 


Sir John. This Nephew o' mine has been in Conf ft 
' Pranks; Oh very wild; very wild: But he is like to han 
all when I die The Whoreſon ſhall have all— 1108 *! 
him —— but he hall never find it while L live, | 
Lurch. What a Temptation is here to poiſon him; bo 
be draws his own Picture. | Wray ts LA 1 
Sir Fohn, He is yet my Lord but as I may ſay Imbeil 
Fuvenis, no more Hair on his Chin than a Midwite — 7 * 
will your Grace eat an Oyſter or two before Supper? ! 
Tuch. I never do eat Oyſters, | =_— FF 
Sir Fobn, Never eat Oyſters! Good now? Good nov 
That is wonderful, | 
Lurch. Tis ſomething more wonderful that you city 
doat on this Nephew of yours, and make no Proviſion fol 
kim. Has he any Fortune of his own? L. 


Sir Fam. Not an Sir — all ſpent, Do you min 
mr? Laud! He Sir, why he is a Wit, and a Rake, and 
Gameſters he has 20 Trades beſides Women. O'my Cot 
cieuce he lives upon Women: The Boy has a fine By 


40 


you live, 
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be ſhall not baye-a Groat while 1 live, But when [ 


dle 


Tureb. I muſt have a (mall Matter while you live, 17 


Unele. 


fs #2 
8ir Jobe. What is your Grace's Pleaſure ? My vi did 


not rightly lay hold on your laſt Words, 


ſay, you ſhould allow him a ſmall Matter while 
Sir John. No, no, Let him look out fharp; fharpyz he 


Lure. 


will know better how to manage when 1 am laid 


Lurch, Do you never ſteal — by Court, Sir John 
Sir om. Ah my Lord Duke, I was very fond of it 
once, | have danc'd a Horn-pipe in the Drawing Room 


before now, I have. 


Lurch Have you no Inelination to a little ſnug Place, or ſo? 
Sir Fohn, Ay, my good Lord, if it might be done 
without much Trouble — hunting of Places is too much 


MK Fatigue; 'ris fit for. young People. I can't play at Puſs in 


the Corner now; no, no, 


Lureb. Ay, but a Teller, a Commiſſioner in the Cu- 
ſtoms, or ſo, wou'd do = no harm | 
Sir Fohn, No, no, if I might be but Deputy-Lieutenantz 
that indeed ! | | 

Lurch. lll ſpeak to the King, it ſhall be done — you 
are ſo reaſonable. | | 

Sir John. Come, come, goodndw I ſee Supper is going 
thro' the Hall—— Will your Grace give me fave? Do 
you hear, take Care his Grace's Equipage want nothing. 
I will ſhew your Grace the way. | Exeunt. 


Sd. LG 


act mM $8CENET 4 
Xe. enter Lurcher and his Equipage, | : 

Lurch, 02 now to our Buſineſs 'quick=— Come, come, 
the Vizards. Where are the making Suits? 

Carb. Here, here in the Portmanteau, my — of Mettle. 
Lurch. Well; Gentlemen, I beg Leaye only to repeat 
I» c 2 5 8 What 
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what I ſaid before, be honeſt and you ſhall all be Cafe, 
have every Penny that I owe, and a Preſent into the Bar. 

| gain; but you'll hang your ſelves and me too if you pur · 
oin a Sixpence —— I have a particular Reaſon for thi} 
tam Robbery, which will help me to execute my Delſign| 
with Honour and Safety, | | 

Carb, Oh, II be very honeſt ; don't ſuſpeA me, my 
litttle Bully, | 


Long-b, Indeed Squire this Way of Robbing is quite ou I 
of our Way | = Ti 


Sweak, I do not like it, tis fo like Rahbing=—Dexr 
Squire, turn me out of the Houſe=— We ſhall certainly 
be taken and hang'd, | 

Lurch. Carbuncle, bind all faſt; Terrify much and hun 
little, that's your Way Sy 
. Carb, Well| Well! we'll do our beſt, 

Lurch. Now Ceremonlous Uncle, with your good Won 
ſhip's Leave, I hope to borrow from your awkard Gene 
rolity a little ready Mony however Tl ſtrange WHA 
this Old Man wou'd upon no Account lend-to ſuppl | thi 
Neceſſities of his Nepheow-—- nay of a Nephew he ſeem 
to Love too he will readily pay down to the Glare of f 
his Grace · ( But to Buſineſs my Friends, to Buſineſs, you if 
all know your ſeyeral Appointments; away, 


SCENE Changes. 
thruſting in Shacklefigure in hi; i 
and Breeches, 1 


Vult. Your Mony, your Mony, Dog - bolt. 1 
Tim, Really I neyer part with Mony without a Re. 


1 
© 


* 
. , 0 


1 


Enter Vultur with 4 Pifol, 
Shirt 


* 


ocipt. 5 | | 
Pt You Raſcal, a Receipt? when did you ever hear | 
of a Receipt given by a — of our Profeſſion ? 


Tim. Dear Sir, only let it be then by way of Memoran- 
dum that it may appear in my Accounts, and that his n 


Worſhip may be ſatisfy'd what you ſhall Receive of me 
in a violent Manner. n 
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Vault, Villain, mention one, Word more of your Ane 


ſafe, , , 

„aum, and Accounts and I'll ſhoot you thro' the Head 
— be underſtanding Arithmetick. Oons Sir, the nine Fi- 
ul zures are all authorized Thieves, | 


MW 7m, No Sir, with all Submiſſion they are not Thieves 
but the Guardians of Eſtates. "IP „ 
url. Dogbolt! Muſt I drive a. Pellet thro! your Scull 
o confound your Figures ? oh | 
Tim, Ah Sir I do not inſiſt upon it---ab ſpare my Life, 


"7 and l' confeſs all the Mony and the Plate, 

Der t. In, in here, Diſmal, and III give you Bond for 

ainly © —_— 5 425 3 Aenne. 
ö uncle bawling Doublejugg after him very drunb, 


Inte Car 
ap and Sneak and. Longbottom at 4 Diſtance, 
Doub. Are you not aſham'd to bind an honeſt Man 
and and Foot, who can neither ſtand nor go! 1855 


G/s. Rot you, de you prate ? | 
— bos. Ves Air, i is given to talk In my Cups, | 
ve ace, Where's your Plate you drunken Sot, your Plate 
the Pod. My Plate Sir, whe [Aich why it i, it l. 
emi | Carb. W ere it It ? | | 
e o Deb. Why it is — to tell you the Truth it is lock d 


U 0 : 

Carb Demme' the Keys, or I ſlice old Oe. 
Sneak, I beg you Sir to make no Reſiſtance, I intreat 
Ou. DE ed: | 

lug. Upon my Soul Sir, if you don't comply with 
„ur Requeſt you will be very roughly treated. 

Don. 1 thank you very kindly, but I. don't care for 
drinking a Drop more. 1 
Carb. Give me the Keys of the Cellar, or by Gogma- 
og I'll lice you, haſh you, Carbonade you, pickle you, 
pepper you, ſalt you, broil you, and eat you, 


ear | Poub. Keep your Temper, Friend; there they are. I ſup- 
poſe you haveaMind todraw your own Liquor. Let me 

an- recommend the Third Hogſhead on the Right Aye 

his i chat was the Hogſhead that Jh and I ſtuck to, to Night; 


tis fine, ſmooth, mellow, Kinging Liquor, 


. diſtur b'd: 
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_ Carb. Here, lace the Sot's Arms and turn him into th | 

Buttery again. ES, ; [ Exit Carb 8 
Don. Do your Pleaſures with me honeſt Gentlemen ra 
tho' it runs ſtrangely in my Head that I ſhall Dream ofll | 


Thieves. [Exit Doub, led by Sneak and Long Gra 
Eater Lurcher and Carbuncle with Sir John bound in aof < 


old faſhion'd Night-gown and Cap, and the ret offi 7 
the N of Lurcher. | Bed 

Sir John. Gentlemen for Heaven's ſake,Gentlemen 
tis very well, I am bound hard enough, 8o, 


ave 


| : | nd: 


Mony. 

Sir Fohn. Is that all you come for? Why what a Beil 
was I— to unſurniſn my ſelf, to put out my Mony bu 
Yeſterday ?' Alas poor Gentlemen — What ſhift ſhall I 
make for you? pray call again ſome other time when 
may be better provided. | ES 

Lurch. Oons Sir, don't Trifſle=——Your Mony! f 

Carb. Brimſtone and Fire What do you bam us? i 

Sir Fohn. No Sir, pardon me, 1 don't bam you, if yo 
had come as they ſay in a civil way — Fie upon t, 
Gentleman wou'd ſcorn to rob a Houſe in ſuch a Man 
ner. | 
Turch, Clap a Gag in his Mouth there; What do you 

ſuffer the old Dog to chatter for _ out his Tengu 
| — knock his Teeth down his Throat with an Oune lat 

Carb, Furies and Firebrands—— What do you bam u 
vou old Prig? | 1 

Sir Fobn. I don t, dear Sir, ah dear ſweet Sir — d her 
not, I do not bam you Only and if it were you 
Honour's good Pleiſures I wou'd intreat you for ſom N f 
ſmall Civility—1 have a Man of Quality in my Houſe, ra 
and I wou'd not for the World that his Grace ſhou'd be ou 


Pep! 


mel 


Turch. Thunder and Lightning Sir — do you im · MOdſe 
| gine that we have any reſpect for a Lord no, no, wem 
| have ſecur'd his Grace, he and all his Equipage are bound 

to their good Behaviour, I can tell you that, 
8 | : Sir Fon, 


\ 
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Carb Sir ohn. Who! my Lord! What have you bound his 
emen Grace irreparably loſt, ruin'd, undone — I'll have you 
am ofl! hang d — I'll never forgive you. What? bound his 
Long Grace — ill manter d Brutes, to miſuſe and diſturb a Man 
in ano! Quality; in my Houſe too. | ; 
1 Leeb. Carry him in, bind him to the Couch in his 
Bedchamber, and if he is noifie gag him. 

[Exit Sir john guarded by Carb. 
do, this is Virtue indeed; Virtue deſerving a Reward, to 
aye Power to do wrong and not ule it; tis being chafte 
nder Temptation, and that gives Merit even to Saints 
Beil Well Gentlemen, preſerve your Honours as you have 
y bu egun and you'll all deſerve Statue. Now to our Bu- 
1all H inels, let one of us bind all the reſt, do you mind me, 
hen bout it then — for hark es, tis abſolutely neceſſar that 
| his Nobleman and all his Followers ſhould be found 
| [Mound in their Beds. ; | „ 
18) . Admirable, that will ſecure us from all 1 
aer it we bind one another, how will the laſt Man be 
nit, ound? wy Wick 
Ma Lurch. Why you Vultur ſhall eſcape, you may be ſup- 

0s'd well enough like a drowfie Footman to be forgot 
yon your Litter; there's your Excuſe——but ſo ſoon as 
nov ver you have bound us, whip off your Mask and your 
une lantle and unbind the Knight. Let me ſee, tis now 
ea of Day, to Buſineſs, to Buſineſs Lads. Exeunt. 
dir Jon in his Bod. Chamber bound to a Couch. 
ir 7%. What Help Help — Thieves, Mur- 
ber; will no Body come near me? Well! Well! It 
here's any Virtue in Hemp Ill have theſe Rogues hang' d; 
t ſuch a time as this to diſturb the Tranquility of his 
race's Slumbers as I may ſo ſay ——ay, aye, I am 
ound faſt enough; the Condition of thisObligation—— 
3 Enter Vultur, 
Ddſo Pumps — how comeſt thou to eſcape, Pumps? I 
m heartil glad to ſee thee, in Troth. 1 8055 
Vult. They left me N the Garret, and either they 
„ Sh 5 did 


e fe 
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— + fee or Regard me. Pray let me Aſfiſt your 

Wor | Wii oh | | 

Sir Jan. Wou'd I had lain in the Carret too hut 

nothing «Mis me ſo much, honeſt Geometrical, as the 

oats in binding his * — ny my — 

ultur wvlooong Siy John.] 80, ſodvery well, very well 

| how ne — Last am Be able to look him 
tne Face. f | 

 Lurcher with his Hands bound, entere as from his Chamber, 

Who's there? ' 

Sir John. Good Morrow to your Grace, 

Lurch. Good Morrow, Sir John, I wou'd give you my 
Hand but 1 can't command it, 1 ſuppoſe Sir this is the 
Courteſie of che Country. [Sir John anbinds him 

Sir Fohn, Alas, alas, this grieves me more than all, t 
Cee your Grace thus uncourteouſly uſed, = | 
Turab. Can you gueſs who they may be, Sir 2 
e race 


Sir Fohn, I don't know, an it pleaſe your — F 
but ſure they were the moſt ungentleman:like Thieves 
Lurch. Theſe Fellows were ſome who know and uy 
your Houſe, I warrant, wy | 
Sir John Very like, very like! Well, well, this come ix 
of keeping open Houſe. 1381. 4 
Lurch. 1 made my ſelf known to one of them, and 
gave him my Honour I wou'd not diſcover him, 

Sir Fohn. You did, my Lord? | al 
 Tureh, Yes; and do you think the inſolent Slave wou d 
truſt me upor my Word | | B 
Sir John. He wou'd not? | 

Lureb. No Faith, he ask'd my Pardon; he told mail b 
Lords Promiſes were mortal, and commonly dy'd in the n 
Birth, or ſoon after, | | 5 d 

Sir Fohn. Inſupportable Villains! How terribly they 1 
belch'd out Oaths, my Lord? Did you obſerve the Whit- [ 
kers of the red-noſed Fellow ? F | : 

Tuch. Ay very well, they were loaded with Gun- 
Pewder inſtead of Snuff, I * every Moment to J 
ſee'em take Fire at his Red No 0 


and blow is Head of 


his Shoulders, 
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Sir John, Ha, ha, your Grace is pleaſant, 

Lure. To do plain, 1 fear you fared the worſe forme, 
they had certainly ſome Notice of m bing hers: 
dir Ah my good Lord Duke! I am (ure your 

Grace fared the worſe; dues not your Grace feel a little 
odly about the Brawn of your Wriſt? 4 | | 
Lurch. Yes Sir, a ſort of a Numneſi the Ligament, 

Sir John opt the Circulation. 1 
Sir Jobn. Confound em; if I meet with the Raſcalls, it 

will be my turn, my Lord, to ſtop the Circulation, | 
Vult. I am ſorry your Grace has loſt ——— 52 Lurch. 
Sir Fohn, Huſh— buſh. [Tv Vult. ſide, 

Lurch, What have I loft? Speak! | d 

Sir John. A good Night's Reſt, ſay, To. Vult, 
Vwult. Your Reſt my Lord, this troubleſome Night. 
Lurch. That's true, no Matter; my Cloaths there; I 

—— pms and dreſs, and wait on you immediate» 

F on Lurcher. Sir John flops Vultur at he is following 

im, l | . 

Ar Jein. Hearkee Friend, what has my Lord Duke loſt? 

ſpeak loftly, ts d 9 
Vult. No more than his Grace may eaſily ſpare,” 

Sir John. That is not the Thing Pray tell me? 
Vult. Since your Worſhip will needs know; they took 
about three hundred Pieces of Gold, and one hundred 

— in Silver or thereabouts out of his Grace's ſtrong 
ox. | | * | R 
Sir John. Codſo . Codſo What? How! there ig 

but one way it muſt be done —— Aye, — Ho- 
nour is concern'd —— I charge you, I command you 
don't let his Grace know it Pray bid my Steward Ti- 
mothy come to me, tis fit I repair him What! in my 


Houſe! ; 
52 | Enter Timothy. Ann (} 
Tim, 80 pleaſe your Worſhip, Thyma: Mannder hath ſent 
Ub or the two hundred Pound for the ronownng 
d Fob, Villing Traitor 


your 


— gut 
as the 
rt, 

ell. 


k him 
wer, 


Tings 
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Tim. And Bulge hath paid his Marrewa:s Rent in 


Moe and ſent your Worſhlp the Turkies, that 
Sr 12 to ende me with Bufineſt now! 8 
come hither aui. what have 1 loſt in this ſcur- mat 


vy Aﬀulr here? | 
ND. Really upon the fricteſt Inquiſition ! cannot find 
that your Worſhip has loſt the Value of one fingle Sin. 
youge in the whole Affalr. 
Sir John. What doſt thou ay? I am mund. 55 
Tim, 'Tis — na 1 caſting 1 find all 
my Caſh is numerical! ſame it was laſt Night 
= Dowblejugg hath all hi Plate I can aſſure your Wor: 
p, there is not a Tea-Spoon mifſing-— I belieye their 
Del n was wholly upon his Grace. 
81 Foln, Paltroons! Regamuffins! as if their whole 
Scheme was purpoſely to affront. my and him onl 
my Houſe too———Codſo 1 am fo perplex'd 1 know I 
not what to do- Why it _ Timothy as if 1 was in 
the Plot: Harkee' Timothy, what ready Mony is there in 
the Houſe? 
Im. Three hundred Pound in Silver and two hundred 
Pound in Gold. | 


' Sir'Fohn, I cou'd wifh had three hundred. Pound * 
in Gold—— Well, well, we muſt make ſhift: Do o 
you hear, take the two hundred Pieces of Gold and-two \ut 
1 Pound in Silver preſently, and watch carefully Nou 
carefully I fay, for an Opportunity to lip it into his Gra- ou 

| ce's ſtrong Box privately, cho — you muſt do 1 pri- L 
yat pbli 
nM What wou'd your Worſhip ſlip it into his Gra- ort 
ce's ſtrong Box, did you ſay-- What muſt I lip? 8 
Sir John. The Mony Oaft, the Mony 1 ſay; the ſame 1 
Sum to a Farthing, I charge you let no Creature ſeo Wor 
vou. ö 4 
. Tim. Give me leave in the ſhorteſt Method imaginable. 
to reaſon this Affair. pin 
Sir Fol, Codſo! Let me have you do it b 1 

8 


What the Goodyear, & j 
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Tim. I fay only that your Worſhip has loſt ſomething 
that 1 did not apprehend before, and that is your Senſes, 
Sir Jobn. —— Varlet! Do it, or Il] turn your 
athematical Countenance out of my Doors this Moment 

[Bit Timothy} In Truth, in very Truth it muſt. 
be done and it ſhall be done, tho' I fell my whole Eftate 
„tis fit he hou'd be repalred - this is the moſt Hap- 
py Opportnnity, What in my Houſe! 
Enter Lutcher and Vultur. 


now 
ſeur. 


find 
Six 


d all Lucht L everheard him juſt now, he order'd his Stew: 
— rd to place that Sum in my ſtrong Box, in the Room of 
or | 


hat he — I had loſt, 
Puls, He did fo, the ſame exactly only more Silver 


heir H 
han Gold, | 


hon Lurch, He prevents my Wiſhesz anticipates my De. 
— Signs This old Gentleman has a generous Mind, and 
ow owever he is diſpos'd to me, there's ſomething great and 
jn pen in his Character This Manner of Treatment makes 
b in e even diſreliſh the Succeſs of jmy Enterprize——Ha, 


dere he comes, I tremble at the Sight of him now, 
Vult, Collect your ſelf Man, remember your Character, 
Warden your Face in the Fire of your Impudence; let not 
Muſcle ſtart, nor a Drop of Blood ſteal from your Heart 
o tell Tales in your Face, Look as if your Power gave 


red 


1nd 
Do 


wo \uthority to your Actions, and you were really what 
ou appear only——Sce, ſee, Sir Fohn moves towards 
ra- Ou. * 1355 v4 . if $4434 

Tis Lurch. Sir John, your moſt Obedient; I am infinitely 


pblig'd to you for the Favours I have receivd——1I am 
orry my Affairs oblige me to leave you ſo ſoon, | 
Sir Jom. You cover me with Bluſhes—— Yet your 
race will, you muſt do me the Honour to take à ſhort 
domely Meal before you travel.. 

Lurch. 1 muſt roul away 30 Miles before Dinner, Sir: 

Sir un. Juſt ſnatch a Bit as they ſay—— What Re- 
mM! Tim, e 
Lurch. I ſhall run away abruptly,' if you preſs me. 
Sir John. If your Grace will have it ſo Jet let ans 


I am proud 
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grid. my Lord, if 1 know how to look your Cre L 
the Face about the Buſineſs of laſt Night tis pre 
ſumptuous in me to ask Forgiveneſs, 
Lurch. 1 forgive you frum my Soul, Sir John; upon 7 
my Honour I do, I am ſenſible how much you ſuffer e. 
very way, © | 
Sir Jen. Then 1 remain to the extremeſt Moment o 
this frail Life your Grace's humble Debtor; ny 
Lurch. | fear, Sir ohn 1 ſhall be oblig'd to treſpaſ 
upou your Faith for the Credit of ſome ready Mony to 
carry me home; this Accident has quite unfurniſh'd me 
it ſeems, | LA Servant whiſpers Vultur, 
Sir Fehn. Your Grace may command me intirely, and 


Vult, 76 Lurch. My Lord, Joh came in juſt now t 
tell me, that as they were about to pack up the fro 
Box they found all your Grace's Mony within it. 
| bow „How] 1 am ſurpriz'd indeed! The Mony with 
1... { | Wan” 

Vault, Only the Species —_— and one hundred Pound 
In Silver more inſtead of Gold. 5 

Lurch. How! 1 can hardly Believe it ! what, are we in 
tre here, Sir John! — whiſpers Lurcher, 

Sir John. | am afraid Timothy did not take due Care, 
 Jwrch, 1 ſuſpected it truly Sir John, this is unkind 

— my Servant tells me your Steward was obſery'd to 


G& 


| om By no Means, you confound me, you kill me 
onfufion z, what, is not your Grace's Honour Cuf- 

| ficient? we, | eee 2 
Lure 


wa 


The Cuſtom of the Manor. 39 
Lure h. But we are all mortal, you know. 

Sir Foby, Dear your Grace excuſe me Pear your 
Grace ſpare me. 

Lurch. Well, Sir, I am your humble Debtor it ever 
you come to Court again. 

Sir Fohn, Ah, my Lord, 

Lurch. 1s the Coach ready? | 

Yult, 'Tis at the Gate, my Lord. | 

Lurch. Sir Fay yours — Pray take particular Care 
next time a Man of Quality lyes in | your | ouſe that no 
Thieyes diſturb him, Hee 67 
Sir John Ah my good Lord! 

Lurch. Not a Step further | 

Sir Fohn, Pray 245 me the Honour to attend your 


Grace to your Cog 

Lurch. 0, no, oo no Means, | 

Sir John. 'Tis my Hp Duty—— Good your Grace, 

Jo You will be obey d Remember only when 

I ſee you at L ſhall command in my Turn, 
Sir Fohn, Your Grace overwhelm me with your 


Goodneſy, | bs | lun 
4 


ACT 
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ACT w. SCENE 1. 
Modeley 6 Hear twell. 
Ade Yu A ever any thing ſo agreeable / 


Heart, What Palace eou'd have entertain'd 


us like this Cottage ? 


+ Mods, The blunt old Man gave us a Meal, plain and un- 


diſguts'd, | 


Linnen ſmelt of Lavender and Roſes, | 


Heart, The Honey-ſuckles bid the Light of our (mall 


Caſement, 


Mods, And mix'd thelr Odours with the ſharp Morin 1 


Air, and waked me early, 
Heart, Why, did you Sleep? n 
Mode, Like a whipt Top, did not you ? 
Heart, Ah no; my Heart was dancing the Gallopin 

Nag; my Spirits were in Ape, and all the Mobility o 

my Blood roar'd out inceſſantly, Flora, Flora. 

Mode. What then you are really in Love, that is 4 14 
Heart. As much in Love, Modely, as any of thoſe 
old-faſhion'd Heroes were ever teigned to be, whoſe 

Names ſtand in blank Verſe upon Record, and Sigh 

by their Repreſentatives from Generation to Genera- 

tion, | „ 

Modes, How do you know? By = 

Heart, Oh by a thouſand Symptoms; my Heart beats 

uick at her Name, I have her conſtantly before my Eyes, 

ortune, Fame, Friendſhip, Honour, Women, are in leſs 

Value with me, when compar d with ber; all the Facul- 

ties of my Soul and Body are her Slaves; I cou'd live ina 

Cave everlaſtingly with her alone, I cou'd Fight for her, 

I cou'd Dye for her, I cou d Marry her. 


- 


| Mode, 


eart, Artleſs and honeſt like himſelf; did you obſerve 
the Sweetneſs and Purity of this little Dwelling==—The 


lol 
ure 
H 


Joy 
Pea! 
H 
U 
pit 
dar. 


F 
70 
you 
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Mode, What, you have a mind to put your Paſſion to 4 
jolent Death Marry her / Do fo, do ſo, 'tls @ certain 


ure. 
. Heart, Be not ſo ſo yore her Deaut y, Geng, will make my 
Joys Immortal, ads 

Mode, 1 can't believe elther in the Immortality of her 
Beauty, or your Paſſion, "IS 

Heatt, Look on her then, and be Conyerted, 

Mode, Convert thy ſelf Lad, and don't look {6 like the 
Plture of Heigh ho in the Frontiſpiece of Gp/d's Calen« 
dar. Adleu. LV. Model. 

AJ Flora. | | 

Hera. My Father, Sir, wou'd {peak with you Ney 
ro more Love, I intreat, 1 Petition I kw by 
your Looks what you mean, Come, leave this whimli= | 
cal Dumb Cant of Sighing and Ogling, and tell me in 
plain Bngl/b what you'd have? 
Heart, Cou'd not you help one to q lite ready Beau- 


y 
| nee. What wou'd you give for a ſmall Purchaſe that 
way 

Heart, Heart for Heart, my Dear, 

Flora, That was the old way they fix, before Mony 
was in Faſhion they uſed to Barter in kind, 

Heart. Let us renew that Honeſt Cuſtom in the Age of 
Innocence and Love, | | | 
ſe Flora, Have you a clear Title to the Thing you wou'd. 
aſe AY fell? that Heart of yours 1 warrant has been Mertgaged 
gh ever and over, . We, 1 
wp Heart, Humph! It has been a little dipt; but I have 

always honourably redeem'd it, Child. TY 

Flora, Have you a lawſul Aſſigument from your laſt 
Miſtreſs? 8 12 9 
Heart. I was as free as Air till 1 beheld thoſe Eyes. 

es | | | [ Bowing very low. 

Flora, Ah that humble killing Bow! Go on, Now 

know you are to talk of Chains and Daggers, and 
| Flames, and Dying, and Darts. 3 28 IS 


1 


Heart, 


42 The Conntry Laſſes, OF: | 
Heart, Ie it poſſible to hide a Paſſion, which tho? n 

2 is ſilent, breaks out in every Look and M 
nf 


Flora, Wonderful pretty this gut, Sir, I know ii 


Natural Whirl of the Mind of Man; *tis as inconſtant 
a Turn-ſtyle, his Heart's a Tennis Ball, his Inclinarion 
the Racket, and his Paſſions drive it round the World. 

Heart. Dare only to try me; and if you like me n. 
Diſcharge me. 1 

Flora, She deſerves to be robb'd who takes a Serya 
that brings a Certificate of his being a Thief. 
Heart, Tie not ingraven here, 1 hope. 
Flow, Yes, truly, there is @ ſort of: a Faithleſs loviy 
London lying Air that hangs upen your Features, ai 
frightens me terribly. 

ears. Then propoſe your on Beeurity, blad me 

you pleaſe, 
Nera. A 
to make a nd of 


you Wen 


Mentioning the 
Sweat, I ant. | | | 
Heart, People who marry for Love, my Dear, are lik 


Word only has put the Man into a colf 


thoſe who give Bonds with Intereſt for large Sums of rei 


dy Mony, and ſquander the Principal------So in a litt 

time are both Beggars and Priſoners 
Flora. I had rather be a Beggar afterwards, than a Bui 
ble before-hand; but go on to your purpoſe, Sir, 


 Meart. I wou'd have you leave this ſour old Man, an : 


e an 


this Ruſtick Cott, and take your Flight with me 
ing 


Love Love ſhall Conduct us with his purple 


Joys ſhall meet Joys in Circles, and new Pleaſures chad 


the ſwift Hours away — Thou ſhalt be dearer to m 
than any Wife can be — every Moment of our Lives 
ſhall be beyond the Wedding Nights of the dull Vu. 
| — * So——"Tis out at laſt— What then, I am t 
be your Miſtreſs only; your pretty bella Favourita, your 
little private Hunting Seat ; haye eyery Inconvenience = : 

ig * 11e, 


| Suppaſe then 1 liked you well enen 
you marry a 
— [,ookee there, eenfounded —— Aſtoniſh'd at once 


ity, 
ane 
Dorf 

F. 
11 tl 
att 
ot 
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ife, with the Scandal of a Wench, and perhaps be forced 
o Cluck a Brood of Illegal Chickens after me, and peck 
bout the Pariſh for my Subſiſtance. | 

Heart, What horrible Ideas doſt thou form: No m 
Dear, it ſhall not be within my Power to wrong you; 1 
ill ſettle 200 l. 4 Year upon you for Life, and provide for 
I our Children, " Fo 
Flora. With a Sham Lawyer and a Counterfeit Settle» 
ent, | 


0! M 
| M 


w t| 
ion 
Id. 
le n. 


rva 
g ty, make your own Truſtees; you ſhall have an Inberi- 


ance in my Heart and my Land as firm as if you were 
don to it, 
Flora, To be ſerleus then, finee you are fo; III tell you 1 
|| the Inheritance 1 boaſt er wiſh fer, is this low humble 
Hattage, and a Mind, I hope a Virtuous Mind, that ean⸗ 
Wot even in this Situation bear Diſhonourz take back your 
onklen Trifle of a Heart, and your mere werthleſt 
amiſes, and know 1 ſeern as much te yield to the mean 
Wargain of your hireling Paſſion ; as you do te ſubmit te 
onaurable Love. - 33 Going. 
Heart. Stay; you ſhall ſtay- Let me but think a Me- 
nent : | | 
Flora, Think then, ungrateful Man, what tis you do? 
y Father, whoſe prop I am, the ſtay of his old Ages 
aught me with pious Care to tread the Paths of Virtue 


oi 
z Alt 


al'n at once to Shame and Infamy? You call yourſelf a 


an Pentleman, and ſay, the Laws of Faith and Honour when 
an hey're broke ask Life for Recompence, the Zye is Death: 
ing et you would falſifie your Truſt to him; defraud him of 
cha is Treaſure in his Child, inhoſpitably Murther your good 
» m Noſt; the Man whoſe Houſe you enter'd with a Truſt, 


tat wou d to common Thieves under theſe Limitations 
Sacred and In violable. . 
Heart. Oh thou haſt touch'd my Soul; I feel thy Words, 


n tu conſeious Pang ſtabs thre' my Heart, and covers mo 
8 ich Shame; yet Flora, yet I hope you, will forgive 
of 4 


te. when you think how ſtrongly we are byaſs'd to what 


Heart. Chuſe your own Lawyer, take your own Seeu= 


ow wou'd it tear the Strings of his old Heart to ſee me „ 
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is Wrong, Cuſtom, Family, Fortune, 1 know not wh 
— "_g orde make me fear to ſuffer in Opinic 
Flora I know the Diſparity of our Fortunes, 1 kns 
| you fear your Family and Name ſhou'd ſuffer; believe m 
ir, ep ſuffer more when you but tempt an honeſt Mir 
from Virtue, | | 
Heart, Oh Flora, Flora, thou haſt conquer'd; I on n 
Crime, and humbly beg you will forgive it: Thy Wot 
iht Excellence, Charm like thy Beauty, thy Soul 
fin'd without Soelet or Courts, Nature has form'd t 
Fair as her own humble Lilies; no Family can mend, 
ucation teach, no Habit improve your Manners, 
Flora, Oh Man for Flattery and Deceit recown'd, 
Hears, In you 1 ſee the moſt pertect Virtue cloath'd 
all the Charms of the moſt Rlegant Form: In you I fre 
that we know of Heaven: Of thoſe Celeſtial Lights l 
move for ever] Virtue and Beauty join'd z thus let u 


Kneel; thus lowly at your Feet, and ask your Hand, 18, * 
Hand and Heart in Marriage; let the Prieſt now join 00 
Will you, dare you truſt your Convert! | . 
Flora, Away with this Think ſeriouſly, ſeriouſ Vo 
Sir; Can you for ever love me for your Life — A pC 
Country Girl without a Portion, without one Penny =“ 
« Poſterity ? Take time and think on't. wok * 
Heart. 1 wou'd Marry thee, tho* I wrought with 6 | 
Hands for thy daily Support My whole Soul, all "i 
- Wiſhes are centered in thee, 8 "W 
Flora. Ay, but when we are married they'll move * 
 centrically again; Marriage is a tedious Journey in 9 heyy  - 
Road; many an honeſt Fellow who ſet out briskly this 
firſt, has been heartily tired before he reached his Inn 
Night. 5 3 3 1 
9 I muſt not, cannot, will not live without th Gi 
no Hero in Romance, no Shepherd in Paſtoral, no Pot! 
Imagination was ever more in Love Can you det a 
me! Give me your Hand? Let me be yours for ff 
„e bo 


| Flor 
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Flora. Come Sir, I ſee you're a Man of Courage, and 
my Uncle Conſents — 


all 1 then be ſure of yours? 

Flora. I don't know—— But l think you do what you 

ill with me. IZxeunt. 
Zuter Modely. 

Mode, L can't imagine Where Heartwell is gone, nor can 

find the Girls, 1 have hunted 1/1 es Mum have 1 


wght you? 

Inte Aura, | 
Aura. Sir, the Tea is ready, 
Mode, Teal Why you live within Doors as politely y» 88 
he People of our World, as 3 This Cottage is 
ike a Diamond in the Quarr Rough without, With⸗ 
n all Light and Beauty does your Father Drink Tea 


00? 

* No, Sir, his conſtant Breakſaſt is a Pipe and a 
ot of Offober: He hates hoop eagre of Element 
and Herbs; he rails at the Women for ſending to t'other 


riou8MV/0r1d for their Cups and their Breakfaſts, and ors more 
A poll Neputations have been broke over our Tea-Tables than 
ny f ina Diſhes-----In ſhort. that our Sex is all Ching Ware, 


fair and frail, and never flaw'd till uſed. 

Mode. This Severity in old Age is not diſagreeable, it 
23 him and is like his own Qfober, ſharp and 
oun 
Aura. Sir, he expects us all this while, [ Going: 


* Mode. Hold, hold! Why do you think I'll be ſerv d 5 
kly this Manner? 


Aura. What Mais 


Gipſey? 
Aura. What Appointment? 


Mode. To meet me in the Arbor at the lower End of 
the Orchard alone, 


Aura. Pleaſant! I meer a Man at Night in an Arbor 25 
lone, oh hideous! What e I do there # 8 


* 


Heart, Ill 89 o in and ask it without cealing-—— But 
a N 


1 
— 


— 


— 


Ade. How well you kept your Appoinrnent laſt Night, 
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Mode. Do: Why I was to have made Love to you in He 

ſoft Nonſenſe, you were to have been very Angry and er 

very Kind, and ſo I was to have Raviſh'd you with your 

own Conſent ; that's all; ah, a Bluſh upon a half Conſent 

looks ſo ſweetly by Moonlight. Yo 

3 Aura. How came this wicked Imagination into your 


Mode. In'a Dream, =_ tis pity it was not real. Nn 
Aura. Go, you're a Devil. in 


Mode. You're an Angel. 1 

Aura. Begone----I fly thee, Satan. - [Exit Running 
Mode. I'II follow thee to the World's End, thou Temp. 
tation for a Saint. | „ [El 


SCE N E The Green Before the Cottage. 


Enter Heartwell, Flora and ſeveral Country Men and Worn 5 
dreſſed as from a Wedding, a blind old Fidler before em 
one of the Country Fellows ſinging the following Catch. 


. He that Marries a Laſs 
: Wer Love 5" Face, | 
Without Mony, is ftill in a pitiful Caſes 
: Or 2 for ire gh 
| Puts a Wedding Ring 
On an ugly Rich Thing, 
Does but Tye himſelf {curvily dows ; 
But he that has Mony and Love in good flere, 
Has all the World in'a String. 


1 Count. Come Neighbours, we'll Daunce at the Squire“ 
Wedding as they ſay n till the Sun riſe upon us, and tare 
us out o Countenance. „ 
2 Count. Ah how ſhe do logk Dick, there will be mer Wi. 

ry Work anon efackins, | 4 4 
I Cont, Come lead up Chddy . Thou art ſo full of 
Preago and Waggery as they Ei. 4 Dar 


Heart, 
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Heart. My good Neighbours, I thank you all for theſe | 
aveurs: I hope you will dine with me to Morrow 


ere is ſomething to drink this Lady's Health. _ 
5 I [ Ex. Countrymen, &c. 
Heartwel, and Flora. ICE 
Heart. to Flora.] My Wife----My Dear, Iam now ricter 
gan the Sea; I have a Treaſure in thee more valuable 
gan what the Earth contains: Oh my Love, my Heart at 
by Sight feels an extatick Gaiecy, a Joy that Fas b and 
pens my Mind, and throws a Proſpect before me of 
ſting Happineſs, =, | | = 
Flora, To keep alive this Paſſion will be now all my 
mbition, the very extent of my beſt Hopes-----I bluſhto 
y, my only Fears were leaſt I ſhou'd have loſt you ; but 
dy Uncle will impatiently expect us, he will hardly be- 
ve we are marry'd *till he ſees a Voucher, the Certifi- 
ec the Parkon, | 
3 Enter Shacklefigure. N 
Heart. How now! What ſolemn Piece of Formality? 
hat Man of Wires is this that moves towards us? he 
irs by Clock- Work, like St. Dunſtan's Gyants; he pre- 
ares to open his Mouth, as if be cou d not ſpeak with - 
ut an Order of Court. 5 
Shack, Save you, Right Worſhipful Sir. 


%, 


ith your Tears to ſcour away your Sins. | 
Shack. Sir Fohn Engliſh, my moſt bountiful Lord and 
aſter, hearing by the Mouth of common Fame—— 
Heart, Common Fame is a common Liar, Friend, yon 
ave your News from the worſt Hands. 

Shack. Sir, you break the Thread of my Diſcourſe, 
Heart, Well, join it again and go on. = 
Shack. Sir John Engliſh, my fnoſt bountiful Lord and 


du were join'd in holy Wedlock to the Niece of his good 


ic humbleſt of his Vaſſals, that you and your _—— 
m 2 wi 


I beg you will excuſe me now; in the mean time 


Heart. And you cke alſo, and ſend you Salt enough 


acter, hearing by the Mouth ef common Fame, that 


enant Solomon Freehold, ſends his Wiſhes Embaſſadors by me 
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virtuouſly cultivated. 


q ** 


will be pleas d to do him the Honour to ſup and conſun 
mate your Marriage at his Houſe, = 
Heart, Verily thou haſt well unfolded thy Meſſage, noy 

pleat it up carefully again, Friend, and give my Seryice 

to thy Maſter Sir Fobn, and ſay that my Wiſhes are to b. 
Private for a Night or two. Lp >: | 
Shack. Sir I ſhall re-port———or carry back your At 
{wer 8 | 8 
Flora, Stay Friend, ſtay a Moment. [Tv Heart. J If 
cou'd prevail upon you, you fhou'd grant Sir Fohn's Re 


veſt. g 5 

A Heart, Twill Interrupt our Happineſs. Noiſe is an Vir 
nemy to Tranſport, I am ſo coyetous, I wou'd have the has 
for ever alone. 1 4 
Flera. But Sir John has always been to me the mol ſho! 
 obliging, kindeſt, beſt· natur d Man at this time it wou nil 
look like Ingratitude to refuſe him Give me my h. 17 

v 


que 'ris the firſt I ever made, 11} go before and prepit 
old Gentleman to receive you and prevent all cerenvy ma) 


nious Troublez you'll be there in an Hour, 


Heart. I can deny thee nothing; tell your Maſter I. “ 
walt on him. [EN Shack, and Flonf hi 
Euer Modely. hind 

Heart. Hah George, I was looking for you. What (li uu 
I do; you ſhall adviſe me; ſhall I marry my dear lit 4 
—_—se: Tc. 7, Rrov 

' Mode, To marry for Love, my Friend, is confining you nie! 
whole Body tor the Error of your Eyes only. 8 "ap 
Heart, Aye, but where one loves one wou'd keep *"f | 
Woman to one's ſelf, i N 
Mode. Ha, ha, keep a Woman to one's ſelf: He th vs yf 

| purchaſes an Eſtate where all the World take a Right ; y 
Common may build Churches for Atheiſts, and Alms. or ©. 
ſes for Miſers,,  _ | | bg PX 
Heart, But a little legal Incloſure is for the Com. e. 


fort of our Lives, when the Land has been carefully and 


Mode, Why, you don't really intend to marry th 
—_— | 15 kno 
£ | He 
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Heart, Really I believe I hall. 


ſand Pound a Year away upon à Cottage Marian —— 
Take the Refuſe of a Bumpkin to your Marriage-Bed, 
and after that be the Cuckold of a Plowman. 

Heart, How! What! I | 


Re Flail-drivers, known by the Name of 'Heartwel — 


has been above theſe Clods, | 

Mode. Her Education has been among 'em-— But why 
ſhou'd you marry her? Show her ſome Gold, Man; pro- 
miſe her Mountains, bargain for her, purchaſe her, run 
away with her, keep her two or three Years, breed out 
of her: Why ſhou'd you buy the whole Piece, when you 


then | 
Heart. Sir, 1 bore your baſe Reflections with Temper 


tudus Woman, 3 
Mode. Oh, ho = you are Gravez —— that is, you are 


nial Chain. 
Heart. | am talking of Religion to a Heretick, of Mo- 
deep rals to a Libertine. | — 
Mode. Well, well, then it ſhall have its Toy — Did it 


ie th r for a Wife; it ſhall be ty'd to it, if nothing elſe will 
bt 0 do; like an Ideot with an Horn-Book at his 43 


z Ho it ſhall haue a Ginger · Bread Wife too, but without any 


Gilding. 


. Heart. Prithee George, don't make me angry with thee 
CoM in earneſt, g F ein 


Fhou art as uneaſie, as if you were already marry'd, and 
ry ON bad found the Corn in the Field, when you id not 
He know the Grain was ſor dd. 3 4 


Mode. Indeed? Ah pretty Doe, Doe, fling two thou- 


Mode. Ay, ten to one but ſome Sinewy Threſher,who 
has warm'd her brisk Blood at a Mop or a Wake, in- 
If to your Place, and delivers down a Poſterity of young +. 


Heart. Fie Modely, no more of this; you know her 
Virtue is unſully'd as her Beauty; beſides, her Education 


may have a Suit tor a Sample — Wear her a little, and 


; 1 


while | believd your Meaning was Friendly, but dow 
find you indulge your ill- Nature, at the Expence of a vir · 


growing mad indeed, and begin to rattle your matrimo · 


Mode, What is the Matter with the Man, art thou mad? 


1 Heart, 


aN 
* * 
* * 
N 
SY 
4 
1 
ol 
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Heart, Why then to confeſs the honeſt- Truth, I am 
marry d. * 

Mode. Marry'd! When? 

Heart. Juſt now. \ 

Mode, To whom? | 5 : 

Heart, To Flora. WAR, | It 

Mode, Very good! and ſo you come to know, it ſeems, Il L. 
whether you ſhall give Bond for the Debt, when there's 
an Execution upon the Gods. | E 

Hens Well, George, but now you know my Caſe; 
* me at a Friend, only your Opinion of what I have de 

one. | 

Mode. Donez pox you have done a very filly thing; 
ſald your ſelt for a waxen Baby, a painted Moppet, a 
pay, prating, party-colour'd Paraquito, which little Ma- 
fey will play with 'till be is ſick of it, and then in a 
ploomy Mood be ready to twiſt its Neck off: Ha, ba“! 
a,very pretty Fellow, to make a Vow to be always in 
the ſame Mind —— Oons, you look as if you walk'd up- 
on your Head, with your Brains in your Breeches, 

Heart. Thou art ſo looſe, thy Imagination wonders 
what Virtue is—— There is no talking with thee ——- 
Come, go with me to Sir John's to Supper, and be as 
much a Wag there as you pleaſe, 
Mode. No, I have other Game in View—— farewel 
— Yonder ſhe ſtarts; ay, there's a Madamoiſelle, 
] 1} have cheaper; ſhe is not wicked enough yet, to ask 
ſuch an unconſcionable Price as Matrimony, [Ext 
4 Modely Re enters with Aura, | 
Aua. Oh Lud-—— You have brought all the Blood in 


my Body into my Face. N . | 
Mode. Colour is the Life of Beauty; can you be angry by 
with me tor making you more handlome-—— I ſwear l 0 


will be ever faithful — Come you little dear Rogue, you Re 
ſhall truſt me. | ? ; 
Anra. Never, never; oh Lud don't ask me, my Heart of 
beats as if it wou'd break a Way thro' my Breaſt, | 
Mode. What, won't you truſt me. with a Kiſs? | 
Aura. That's a Trifle, King ber,] You're Impudent. 
„ Aae, Youre Idle. g PR 
| | 4. 
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m . | , 
| Aura. 1 (wear l' cry out. 
Mode. You'll expoſe your ſelf 
Aura. Lud Sir, what do you mean? | 1 
Mode. To wreſtle for à Fall = —— There's a Couch 
in the next Room will tell no Tales; this way my Dear 
_ [Struggling ] Nay, now you are a little Foo, 
97+ , Ars go one Hand looſe firikes him.] Ill tear your 
es Ou. | 
fe, ede. 1 (hall find the Way Blindfold —— thou dear, 
i've dear, ill-natur'd Devil.—- She is confounded ſtrong. 


| [Pulling her. 
" Aura. Help, help, for Heaven ſake, Murther, Murther, | 
Euter Freehold, and two Ihreſhers, who run up to Modely, 

EE diſarm and ſeize him, | | 

| Free, Ah ware Haunches, ware Haunches! there; ſo, 
ſo, the Hunt is ſafe [Exits Aura,] What vicious Cur is 
this poaching by himſelf; What, my good Friend Mr, 
Mode)) .- Why thou art a very impudent Fellow). - What 
can! thou ſay for thy felt now] la. | 

Mode, wk Why I ſay your Kinſwoman here was 
ycry uncivil, and all that? | 

Free, Tou wou'd have been too civil, and all that; 


e WW come bring him along, he ſhall have a fair Race for it: 

el Our Moat, Sir, is ſomewhat wide, but not very clearg 

elle, now it you can out. run. and out-ſwim Tomſer, I believe 

jos wn not make a Hunting Seat of my Houſe again in 

- aſte, | | | 

_ _ Conſider Sir, Sir, you were once a Gentleman 

41 your ſelf. 3 | 

d in | Free, Sentence is paſt, don't trouble the Court; I'll 

ig r hear nothing; you're an idle Fellow, that ſtrole about tha 

4 Country piltering of Maiden-heads. What, did 1 nor- 
you catch you in the Fact? Hah! but that J have a decent F 


Reyardfor Poſterity, I wou'd have cut away the only Cre« 
UM dentials you have of Humanity, and made a walking Siga 
of you. | K 1 "Ig 
Mode. Sir, I am a Gentleman, and expect to be uſed. 
Free. Hot 
Mode Take off your Bull Dogs; let me ſ. e Word 
With you alone, and J l tell — 1 1 Of (pan * * 5 
| Tris. 


Da 


* 
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Feen Come on Sir, I truſt you; I'll give you more 
Credit than you deſerve: Do 4 hear, (hay without, that 
you may be ready when I call Fu Cont Fel 
Yell ir, What have you to ſay now, why Sentetice 
 Rhou'd not paſk? | | 
Mode, Say! why 1 fay, Sir, that what I did was ge. 
cording to the eommon Law; that the eommen Law is 
Cuſtom, and that it has been the Cuſtom Time out of 
Mind, fer us young Fellows, whoſe Blood flews brlekly, 
tw uſb no Ceremony with a wholeſome Cherry Cheek: 
Whether on Hay-cock, Meadow, Barn or Bed, 
Free, Extreamly well! and ſo you wou'd have knock'd 
her down and raviſh'd her, N | 
| Mode, A little agreeable Force is abſolutely neceſſary, 
it ſaves the Woman's Honour, and gives ſuch an Edge to 
the Appetite | 


Free, Ay! And fo having finiſh'd this honourable Af. 
fair, that is, having robb'd the poor Girl of all that cou'd be 


dear or valuable, having diſhonour'd her, diſgrac'd ybur 
ſelf, and done an irreparable Wrongz why you cou'd 
have hum'd a Tune, taken a Pinch of Snuff, fat down 
pertealy latisfy'd in the Probity of the Aion, and have 
peconcil'd yuur ſelf to your own Reflections, with as 
much Eaſe as you drink « Diſh of Tea, — What pros 
yokes you to this Injuſtice? | 

Free. Love, Love and Joy, old Wormwood iI have made a 
Lengve with my Youth to get the better of Time; l 
bave faſt hold of his Fore-lock, and won't let 4 Moment 
pals without Enjoyment, „ 
Impatient Senſe, and Nature dies, 
And Love à Second Life ſupplies, 

Gentle Boy then fill my Cup, 
A Bumper Cupid, fill it ud 

With Youth, and Wit, and noble Fires, 
 Vigorous Health, and young Deſires, 

| Fres, Humph!-——a poetſcal Fop too; but let me tell 
ou, Friend, you miſtake your Paſſion; tis not Love, but 
Loa. Love is a generous Volunteer; Luſt a Mercenary Slave. 
Love is « Court of Honour in vhe Heart z but what yo 
| E « 


lows, 


ell 
ut 
5 


1 
Wi 
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call Love is only 4 ſcandalous Itching, a Rebellion in the 
Bl . ; | FEY: — 

Mode, I don't know what you wou'd have by Love and 
Defitez I think they are only different Words for the ſame 
Meaning. Liking begets Love, Love Defire, Deſire Rage, 


und Rage Rapture. 


** This Fellow's in a Blaze, his Blood has ſet him all 
on Fre. 27% | 
Mode, 1 love the whole Sex, 8lr ; the Beautiful T adore 
as Angels, the Ugly as Indians do the Devil, for Fear; the 
Witty perfuade me, the Innocent allure me, the Proud 
raiſe my Ambition, and the Humble my ny the Ca» 
— ſhows me a pleaſſag Chace, the falſe Virtue of the 
rude gives Oil to my Flame, and the good-natur'd Girl 
uenches it There's a Pleaſure in purſuing thoſe that 
y, and 'tis Cowardly not to meet the tair One that ad- 
vances: Say what you will, Lam in Love, in Love, old 
Boy, from Head to Foot l am Cnpid's Butt, and ſtand. 
ready to receive his whole Quiver, 3 
Free, VII tell thee what thou art; Thou art a Romance 
finely bound and gilt, and thy luſide is full of filly Love and 
Lyes, ſeuſeleſt and ſhowiſh, | 
Mode. —— And thou art a Satyr, as tle Title ſays, as 
gainſt Vice and Immorality ; but thy Infide contains @ 
weak Indulgence only to the Overflowings of a rank Gall. 
full of ill- Nature and Piide; Yet art thou filly enough to 
think Virtue eonſiſt in Railing againſt Vice, like thoſe ſilts, 
who think they cover their own Infamy by abuſing other 
Women, PEEL | | 
Free, Well ſaid; Now thou aimeſt at Truth 1 like thee, 
Mode. Good · Nature only ought to be the Teſt of good 
Genſe, as a Man proves his Faith by his Charity, | 
Free, Well then; My Faith is, That thou art a Modern 
Whoremaſter, that is a Villain; and 1 have Charity enough 
to tell thee fo, N 
Mode, You miſtake your Humour for your Virtue, and 
fancy, becauſe 1 are a Cynick you're a Pailoſopher too; 
Prithee poliſh t 4 ſelf, my dear rough Diamond.-- What, 
I think thou art the ſoureſt old Fellow that ever I met with == 


D 3 You 
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You invite a Man to your Houſe here, and then deny him 
the only Tid-Bit he has a mind to. | 8 
Free, You have broke every Social Virtue, and yet Im. 
pudentiy imagine you are in the Chatacter bf a: Gentle. 
man: | . 
Mode, How, sir! You grow geurriſehe. [Gotng, 
Eres, Nay, you (hall hear me, er I reeall my 4 
ent they Walt my Word, you kngw:=:= A Gentleman 
vaght not t6 dare 4 think ef ding Wrong fg afhy=== 
His Leve, his Friendihip, his Courage, his Generefity, his 
eliginn; his Word, and his Haneur, ſhowy be invielably 
daun te the ſtriét Laws of Virtue, 
Mode, This may be the Picture of a faint; but for the 


Character of a fine Gentleman, tis as unlike it, my Dear. 


Frets, As you are - Your Love, is Luſt; your Friend. 
ſhip, Intereſt ; your Courage, brutal Butchery z your Boun- 


ty, Uſury z your Religion, Hypocritiez your Word, a Lye; Þ 


and your Honour, a Jeſt, 


Mode. Ha, ha, very conciſe and ſmart but I take no- | 
thing ill of thee: Thou art like a froſty Morning, ſharp 


and wholſom, Dear, Sir, your moſt obedient Servant; 
You ſee I have ſtood your Jobation very patiently —— and 
ſo Compliments being paſe d on both Sides, 1 humbly take 


any leave, 
Free. _ Sir, I demand Satisfaction for the Wrong 
you have done my Family, | 
Mode, With all my Soul, old Boy z your Time, Place, 
and Weapons: Will you uſe Seconds? 5 
Free, Aye, and Thirds too, if you provoke me: Lookee, 
Friend. according to the juſteſt Sentiments I can form ot 


this Affair, you ought to be knock'd o' the Head, extin- 
= for the good of Society, as | wou d one o' my Cat» 
1 


e that had got a Diſtemper in his Blood which made him 
run a Muck at the Herd---But Cuſtom, that invades the 
Rights of Nature, and makes us act by ſenſleſs Example, 
ſays, you dre a Gentleman, and have a Right to juſtific 
one Wrong by committing another, g 

Modo. Pox o' your Preamble, come to the Point, Sir. 


Free, 
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Pee. The young Woman you have wrong'd has a Ber- 


vant, Sir, a young Oxmian, a Lover of hers, why at pre- 


ſent lives With his Kinfinan, Sir ohn above; he (hall meet 


you, and bleed you for this Fever : 1 know the young Fel- 
bo loves her, and has Spirit enbugh to d6 himfelf — 
I think that is the Cant you have for it-z: He (hall meet 
you halt an Hour heuee in the Meaduw behind the afin 
Alone: 3 1 
Mode, Godfaz Your Bullies about you kee, Well Bir, 


meet him. | 1 ü 
Free, If you fail, PII Rick your Name wpan every Free in 


* the Pariſh, for a Coward, a een, that «apes not fight 


in a wrang Cauſe; and that is a greater Repraach toa Man af 
Modern Honour than a Theif ar a Murtherer -, | Exit Free. 

Mode, An ill-natur'd old Puppy, ta engage a Man in a 
Quarrel too However | think | am pretty well off; this 
is much better than the Diſcipline of Tow/ſer and the Ditch 
Or than my Friend's Matrimonial Comfort ;tho! 'tis very 
ugly methinks too to fight upon an idle Butineſs here----< _ 


But 'tis the Faſhion, the Mode, and as old Cyaberes ſa ye. 


Right or Wrong, we are oblig'd to Obey it 2 


Thus 1 ＋ Folly makes us ſtato, 

The Loſs ef Virtus for our Honour Sakezy 
Stronger than Nature, Tyrant Cuſtom grows, 
For what wo venture Life to keep, wo looſe, 


Lo 2 


— — 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 
SCENE, A Cle bebind the Farm. 
Modely alone, | 


* Rvening really for a cool Thruſt or two 


Where js the” Warriour that is to Entertain me here ? 
Egad, I wiſh 'twas over, I denk like it; it fits but qual - 
miſhly upon my Stomach=——Oh, yonder he eames eros 


the Style! No, that's a Boy, I think ] 4 he has 
0 


ſent ſome formal Excuſe; the Women have lock'd him 
up; the Country is rais'd ; or the ſuſtices have ſent their 
Warrants forth to ſtop all Military Proceedings, and make 


up the Matter over a Cup of Odlober. 


Enter Aura in Boys Cloaths. 


Aura. Your Servant, Sir. 

AAode. Yours, Sir. | 
Aura. | am invited hither, Sir, to do Juſtice to an in- 
jur'd Beauty. whom I have the Honour to be well with--- 
And I ſuppoſe you are my Man. 

Mode. Thy Man Lovee, and what then? 

Aura Why then, Sir, on the behalf of that Fair One, 
] demand the honourable Amends, Sir ; to uſe Violence 


to a Lady is an Affront not to be put up; to tear the 


Boughs and ↄffer to haul down the Fruit before it was con- 
ſenting kindly Ripe: If you had climb'd 5 the Ladder of 
her Affections, and gather d it regularly with the Conſent 


pſ the Owner, there had been no harm done. 


Mode. Hah! Thou art a very pretty Metaphorical Prig- 
ter, Hearkee, Child, Go Home preſently, or I will ga- 


ther a Handful of Nettles under that Hedge, and whip thee 


moſt unmercifully, 

Aura. Huh! Huh! Goliah the ſecond : How he Struts 
and Bounces: Sir, 1 ſhall Whip you thro' the Eungs, or 
make a Pair of Bellows of your Guts for this ee! 
$44.7 - Es now, 
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Know, Bir, that what 1 want in Nerveand Bone, 1 make 
up in Vigour and Youth===- What are your Weapons? 
Mode, Nettletops, Infant, Nettletops. | 
Aura. What, are you for your Country Diverſions of 
this Sort Þ Flails, Cudgels, 8&ythes, Daek-Swords, Oaken 
Towels, of Wreſtling | | 
Mode, Woud'ft thou have me Wreftle with a Bullruſh ? 
Aura. Ah, I have brought many a Reuter Man than you 
— WW down before now with my Gomiſh Hugi Or are you for 
re? WM the Town Gallantries, Single 1 — Sword and r, 
val. Sword and Piſtol, Single Piſtol, Blunderbuſs, Demy Can= 
Fol: non, Culverin, Hawitzer, Mortar-Plece, er Barrel of Gun». 
has wder? lam ready at any of theſe Weapons to wait your 
um ommands, 
eir Mode, Look thee, thou impertinent Inſe& z thou may'ſt _ 
phe be Troubleſome, tho' thou can'ſt not be Hurtful; therefore - 
if thou flieſt about my Face thus, I fhall be forced te Pat 
thee down with my Hand, and tread thee out. | 
Aura. Humph I You're very Pert! | 
Mode. I am ſo---Pray tell me tho', what Intereſt have 
you in this Lady, that ſhe has ingaged your haughty Little» 
neſs in her Affairs? SC | 5 
Aura. Who, I Sir! Oh, I have been her Primier Mini- 
ſter a great while; She is a fine Woman really--- Conſide- 
ring ſhe has been Ruſticated from her Birth too ; Her only 
6 Fault is, poor Creature, ſhe is doatihgly Fond of me; i 
ce Preſs her, 1 Undreſs her; by her good Will, ſhe wou'd 
not ſuffer any living Thing to ſtick a Pin about her beſides, 
me | 3 
or Mode, Indeed! And ſo thou art her Playfellow, her gen- 
tle Refreſhment, her pretty Pillow-Boy, her Afternoon 
Cordial, and her Tea at Breakfaſt, her Evening's Slumber,. 
2 and her Morning's Indolence. 3 | 
Aura. You are Superlatively Smart: Sir, I ſhall give you 
to underſtand inſtantly, that the Reputation of a Lady is 
not thus Impiouſly to be ſported wita---- Oons, Eat your 
5 Words, down with em again this Moment, or III ram 
nd 1 Epithets back again with the Hilt of my 4 
ord, 1 . EE 


= | | = We Mode, 


N Mod. Thou moſt inſignificant teiſing Terrier, thou per. 


| | | kak = J*\ Abt. 
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| d, "Cool thy ſelf Narelſſur, Cool thy ef Child; Res 
lieve thy Reaſon with a Dram of RefleRion; «Tis the 
Town Talk; the whole Village, and all the Pariſhes round 
ring of it · I am ſure thou wou't not die a Martyrto Fal- 4 
pod. - Why, thy Engagemente there are known te every {Swe 
Boqy, 'tis no Secret, my Prettineſs, | ul 
Aus. Ay, Sir, tis true; but tis not ſo gallint to en- I. 4 
ter into Particularities of that ſort == The as you fay, Pull 
indeed,” I am ſenſible tis no Secret The Air has WW 
mide a Noiſe; The Fury of the poor Creature's Paſſion 
did now and then bliad her Diſeretion 1 think this 
is the Seventh Duel J have engaged in for her and Flora; 
the Seventh, no, the Eighth; there were three Juſtices, two 
Exciſemen, a Parſon, and your ſelf. 1 
Mode. Thou art a terrible little Squib— What had 
7” to do in this Quarrel? What! You have had her too, 


Aura. Ah, Sir, ſhez But ſhe is marry'd— I am glad 
of it Faith, very glad of it. Poor Man - Your Friend 1 
meun . I hope he is not apt to be Jealous: In Troth I be- F 
lieve ſhe is Enſſent. -. If his Son and Heir ſteps into tho Mad 
World a Month or two before the uſual Time, Icou'd with ro 
he wou'd rather impute it to the forwardneſs of his Boy, M"'Y 


than the ill Conduct of his Wife, | lyin 
Node. Thou art the moſt impudent, wicked, little, bräg - 4 

| gin lying, Son of a Whore, that ever 1 met with. | vere 
Aura Bemme, Sir, Son of a Whore in your Teeth!... lect 


What. -Becauſe I have repriey'd you, ſuffer'd you to breathe Nel. 
a Minute or two longer while I diverted you with my Gal- 
| lantries---- You grow Inſolent. e 
* 1 Mode. Ha, ha thou art a very Potgun charg d with 
Ai | 
Aua. And thou art a wooden Blunderbuſs without a- 
ny Charge at all; a meer Paſt-board Gyant: What? I am 
not ſuch a Pigeon neither, to be ſcar'd with a Goats-hair 


Beard and a Dagger of Lath. 


| ſet of a Coney Warren — By Heavens, if thou doſt lava 
|; "rr a voke 


Reg [yoke me, 1 will cut, thee into, ige Meat, end have thee 
the diſh'd up for thy Miſtreſy's Wedding -· Pner ?: 
* Mode dyaws and advance; toward: Aural 


Sword; put it up, 1 ſay —= Death, Sir, this Inſtant, os 
you die! [Mode puts wp his Sword ] 80, ſon 
* Hah! what have you theſe Tricks too, my little 
Dully ? 4 | x! 


you like a Gentleman: ,You have « longer Reach than I. 
nd therefore it may not be ſo reaſonable to engage with ; 
ſingle Sward Here, take one of theſe; this, or this, 

which you pleaſe: [Preſenting Piſtols.) You may change 
t, or draw it and re- charge it if you ſuſpect my Honour, 


Mode. How are they loaded) 
00, Aura, Equally, Sirz with a Brace of Balls. 
7 Mode. What yy =; the 8 of all this? Sure the 
A oung Dog is not in earneſt. - +1 [le + 
91 EM Enter Freehold, . | ( | 


Free. Hay, my brave Boy! my. Cock o'the Game! m jo 


= ad of Mettle! my Cupid in Arms! there, he ſtands his 
eim MVround to an Inch !.---Itold you he would find you Sport, 
oy, (RY Covent. Garden Friend All I can ſay is, he ſhoots. / 


lying finely. 
Mode. Hah! I am glad you are come, Farmer: W . 
vere juſt going to be ſęrious here. This little huff. bluiſl 


„ iector will let no Body lye with your Family but hid 
the Nell, it feems: Prithes let us make up this Aﬀair, old Gen - 
al- leman ——-Egad, it I am in the wrong Why? 


Free, Oh, Sir, he is a perfect Spaniard with an Bagliſh. 
8 know him; nothing will ſatisfie him but your 
0094, h | | 
a: No, Sir—— Nothing but your {Blood-——your 
hood, Sir. | | 

Mode, Say you ſo?——Why then, if nothing elſe will 


laith. 


Free, 
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Fal- Aura. [ Advancing too and preſonting @ Piſtol.) Put up your 


Aura. Very well; now you have obey'd me, I'll uſ@ - 


ethinks it might be better I don't know——-1, cane 
ancy this cool way of Murther with u Flaſh and a Pop— 


o, haye at you, my BI burn your fair Perriwig, | 
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" Fee, Look to your Flint and your Prime, are they in 


naht Order? 


Aura. I warrant you-——Pleaſe to land wide a little, 


Siri a Ball may groze, [Td Free.] — Now come on, 


Sir For want of a Cloak let us retreat from each o- 
ther five Yards, then turn round upon our Heels at one 
Motion and let fly) Are you ready? 
2 and turn round, Modely fires, and Aura drops 
As „ 
thered, | 
Mode, What have 1 done? Curſe on my Reddy Hand, 


Free, Help Murther, Murther; he 
Mode, Say you ſo? Nay, then *'tis time to fave one; 


by your Leave, as faſt as my Feet or my Fears can carry 


me. [Exit Modely. Country Fellows come in. Exennt 
All but Freehold and Aura, e 

Aura. What, are they gone ? Is the Stage clear? 

- Free, Hah, let me kiſs thee, my dear little Girl; this 

was admirably perform'd: 1 was afraid you durſt not have 


Rood the Powder. 


Aura, No, no——T1 put in but half a Charge, and no 
Wadding; I had really much ado to provoke him to fight; 


ſo, fo, we'll ſhow him a little Country Play now; we'll 
teach bim to raviſh, I warrant. 4-4-1 


Free, Well I muſt wait upon his Com nion 
Honeſt Heart well He expects me to attend him to Sir 


Fons, according to his Wife's Requeſt, 


Aura. Do ſo; while I {lip the back way thro? the Or. 


' chard into the Hall-houſe and undreſs, that I may be with 


ſs, i'fal [ Exeunt. 


* + 
- . * 


— time enough to finiſh my Part; this is a Day of Bu · 


SCENE 


Oh, he ln ſhot! he is kill'd! my poor Boy ly mur- 


— 


* 
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SOREN E Tie Hall of Sr John's Han. 
3 Enter Doublejugg and Timothy Shacklefigure. 


Shack, Verily, Madam Betty hath invited every Creature 
in the Pariſh to Merrow, wh mew 
Donb, And Sir Fohn has commanded me to throw the _ 
Cellar Doors open, and make the whole Country reel—— 
Here will be brave Randing i'faith; all the Steeples inthe 
County are to rock———and | have ſummon'd together 
0 all the Bagpipes, Tabers, Drums, Trumpets, and the 
; whole Fraternity of Cats guts within ſeven Miles round. 
Shack. One would imagine Madam Betty ſtood Candi- 
date for the County, | 
Doub. And was to drink her Way to Wiftminſter thro? 
a Sea of October. | | | | 
Shack. What are all theſe uncommon Preparations de- 
ſigned for? 1 | 
Doub, Nay, I don't know; I don't inquire into State 
Affairs, but I ſhall know more on't when 1 am drunk; 
for then I am very peery. . | 
| Shack. In the mean time mind your Affairs; we have | 
much Buſineſs to do, I [Exi8 Doub. 
I muſt wait here to introduce this ſtrange Gentleman, 
| whom my Maſter is fo fond ot. | 
_ $ : Enter Heartwell and Freehold. 
Heart. How could you uſe a Lover ſo roughly ? 
Z ou. A _ L_ Ne- be ways oy he was 
aft going to knock her down ſu that is bis 
vith Metho 4 | 5 ppo ia 
Heart. And the little Girl ſtood his Fire gallantly. 7. 
Free. Oh moſt heroically; o' my Conſcience, I believe 
ſhe wou'd have fought him in earneſt. | j 
Heart Is he taken? 
E Free. Ay, ay, we have him faſt, LEE, Y 
Heart, Well, then let his Fears pay the Price of his 
Sin: I think his Puniſhment very juſt——But ſee where 
ok Steddy-mulcle ſtands in Form to introduce uw 


— 20 — — 


Free, 


* a 8 A , * 
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Free. Ay, come en now, you ſhall ſee a worthy Piece of 1 
Antiquity, a right bred old Engliſs Country Gentlemad; I.. 
one who keeps open Houſe the whole Year round, and 

yet never took or paid a Periny for a Vote in his Life, 

Shack. Sir, with the greateſt Submiſſion, if it ſhall be 
your Worſhip's good Pleaſure, I will wait on the Com- 
pany within, and know if it ſhall be their Pleaſure to re- 

.Ccive you. | F | 5 [Exit Shack. 

Free. Do ſo, old ſtiff 2 do This Fellow keeps 

himſelf as regular as his Day-book, : 

Heart. Company! what Company! | | 

Free, A Friend or two only, perhaps, that Sir Fohn has 
invited to a Dance, or ſo, | en 
Heart, A Dance; a Friend; Death, you diſtract me; 
excuſe me to him, I beg you. | A 
Free, No, no; what, you muſt bear with a little Noiſe 
at firſt: A Bridegroom, and afraid of a Fiddle! But ſe 
the Door opens, and the Company are moving towards us. 
[The flat Scene opens, and Flora and two Women Servants 
appear dreſt very genteely. Servants with Candles before 
tbem, they move down towards Heartwell. 

Heart. What's here? Ladies too! ſo, I find I muſt run 
thro' the Impertinence of the Night——1 would give a 
Little Finger now to be in Bed, the Curtains drawn and 
all quiet, with my dear Girl by my Side——So—— It 
ſeems 1 muſt ſalute em Hah 

Flora. Sir, you have ſtole a Wedding among us here, and 
we come time enough, I hope, to give you Joy of it, 

Heart. My Love! my Dear! I am ſurpriſed! why haſt 
thou chan d thy ſelf thus from what thou wert?; 

Flora. I hope my Features are not alter d with my Dreſs. 
. Heart, I ſwear, wy Love, thou canſt receive no Addi- 
tion by Dreſs, but what will injure the Simplicity of thy 
Charms — But prithee tell me why have you chang'd 
your Dreſs? Sure you muſt be ſenſible you wanted no- 
thing to make you victorious in your other Habit. 
Flora. To tell you, Sir, the Truth then; 1 was obliged 
to change my Dreſs, my Landlord has obliged me to it, and 
you know we Country Folk muſt obey our Landlords. this 

| . | Heart: H 

Wife 
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* Of | Hart, Well I am fatisfied—— You have obey'd him 


then —— | 
and Firs, Yes, Sir; but he is a very obſtinate ſelf-will'd' 


Man; and I think a little too barbarouſly inſiſt: 


| be Heart. Inſiſts! upon what? | 
M- | Flora, Why he inſiſts upon my Performance of The C. 
1 om of the Manor; and therefore, in order to make me 
ck, more pleaſing in his Eyes, commanded me to dreſs thus. 
— Heart. Cuſtom o' the Manor? Dreſs your ſel. Com- 
wanded you to be pleaſing in his Eyes What is allthis 
heap of Confulion and Nonſenſe ? | | 
as Free, Why, Sir, III tell you in ſhort, 'tis this The 
Lord of our Manor has claimed by Preſcription, Time 
ie; out of Mind, and ſtill does claim, the firſt Night's Lodg - 
ng of every Tenant's Daughter married here; therefore 
” pur Maidens, when they marry, go out of this Pariſh un- 


cls they are willing to pay the Forfeit in Kin. 
Heart, What! you are merry; very merry; ſo, go on: 
How! _ | | 4 
Free. Yet when ſuch an Accident as this happen'd here, 
e generally uſed to takean Equivalent in Mony or Goods, 


un But now he is reſoly'd to be paid in Kind; he will take 
2 io Modus, and for that Reaſon has ſent for you hither to 

nd ict you know his Claim. : AED 

It Heart. Confound his Claim Curſe upen his Manor 


nd his Cuſtom too; I'll ſhoot him thro the Head for ha« 
ing the Inſolence to think ont. | 
Free, Ay; but that is not the Caſe; that is not the Bus 
ineſs, my Friend. 6 b 
Heart, What Caſe? What Buſineſs? Confound your 
mpertinence ; Out with it? „ 2 
Free. Why then, ſuppoſe your Wife ſhou'd ?: 
* Heart, Shou'd what? 1 tread upon a Razor's Edge; 
d ſMhou'd what? As | | 
J« Free. Shou'd like this Landlord, 
_ Heart. Like him = | 
1 | Ke Aye, =o him! _ him 8 doat up- 
Don him ay more, be as willing to him d 
this Cuſtom in kind, as he is to rectivg it, * a "I" 
* Heart, Furies! Damnation! What do you mean ? [Tv his 
tend to? Pn, 


and has her Aſſemblies, 
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Falth, 1 begin to pity 
* url aro th fo, Huband, This. Landlord 

ora. 'tls even fo, Husband. This. Landlord I 
oblig d to Lee oblig'd it by all the Ties of Falth, flo. 
nour and Gratitude, 


Heart, on very well! Very well, [Walks about in 


N Tell me, thou evil Spirit in an Angel's Form- 
Wherefore was 1 choſen out to be thus abuſed, ha! 

Free, Becauſe yau are a Man of Fortune, Sir; becauſe 
ſhe hopes in a little time to break your Heart, and enjoy 
the full Third of two thouſand Pound a Year, 

Heart. Pray Madam favour me You ſee I bear this 
Affair very calmly —— Pray tell me tho'; 1 ſuppoſe *cis 
no l Requeſt — What particular Obliga- 
tions you have to this Landlord ? | __ 

Flora. Such Sir, of ſuch a Nature, you force me to 
repeat em, as nothing can diſſolye I love him paſſi- 
onately — and 1 believe his Affection for me is mutual 


— Nay, 1 hope it will endure to the laſt Moment of 


my Life. 258 
Heart. That it ſhall; for I'Il put an End to it inſtantly, 
| 1 [Offers to draw, Free. holds him. 
Freg. Hold, hold; fie Don Orlando draw upon a 
Waman——Look'ye, Sir, erect your Front; hold u 
our Head, and learn to bear your Fortune like a Hul- 
Land. I aſſure you, Sir, your Lady has been at St. Fames's, 
ſhe has, Sir, and ſhe plays at Piequett, Ombre, Baſſet; yes 
Tea-Tables, 5 — toge · 
ther with a polite Taſte of every incidental Pleaſure there · 
unto belonging. | 
Heart. cine) Tol, lol, lol, — Pray Me'm, what's a 
Clock? 1 have been marry'd but four Hours, and I am 


breeding already, — My Wife, it ſtems, has Antedated 


my Commiſſion. —- Get my Horſes ready Ill ride Poſt 


to Fapan, but lll be rid of this Affair: But firſt I'll cut 


this Toll-taking Raſcal's Throat, a Dog! who ſhall drink 
his Skim-Milk? In what a Dream have I been ? 1d give 
Wy 0990 6 weary 208! 200, fy RO Bm 

: ©, Whats 


| Free, [Aide.) 80, fo, his Blood elreulates finely==— | 
him What a confounded Hurry 
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we What's his Name? Where is he Who is this Land- 
Pry Nord? | | 1 

Hora. Let your Paſſlen abate a little: Let it ebb 4 
while, recall your Reafon, and II tell _— 
then, you ave this Landlord, Sir, the fole Lord of this 
Demelne and me; This Morning I was Miſtreſs of this 
Hauſe, theſe Servants, and all the dirty Acres within 
three Miles round us; naw they are yours, you are their 
Maſter now, | | 
ajo Free, What ſay you, Sir? Shall the Landlord have his 

Y BDue or no? | fo OY | 

Flora. 1 was reſoly'd, fully reſolv'd never to venture on 
a Husband, till I was 5 convinc'd my Perſon and 
not my Fortune was his Aim; that Proot I think you 
have moſt generouſly given me, and J feel my ſelf tranſ- 
ported with Joy; when | think | am capable of making 
you this grateful Return, - I hope you will forgive the 
little Deceits I have us'd to procure theſe Aſſurances. 

Heart. My Heart, my Tongue, my. Eyes, my Soul 
d'er-flow with Joy. What ſhall 1 do to pay this uhex- 
ampled Goodnels? —— Give me thy Hand, thy Lips, thy 


—4 mo there let me dwell for ever, I cannot be more 
„ happy. | 8 

Ts Flora. I thought our Jeſt grew a little too ſevere at 
we, laſt: It pave me a Pain to ſee him ſuffer ſo for an ima» 


ginary Evil, | 

Free, Oh! 'twas a Proof of his Paſſion; tis good to 
pive Nature a Fillip now and then, is like a Race in a 

roſty Morning, it ſets the Blood upon the Flow moſt de- 

liciouſly, — But ſee your Friend in Bonds, Mr, Modely © 

1 5 [ Modely brought in Gharded by two 

Country Fellows, a Conſtable, &. 

* Heart, What! in Captivity, George? 

oft Conſt, An it pleaſe your Worſhip, we have catch'd a 

WW Vagrom Man here, who has committed a Murther, as I 

ale * ſay, in Neighbour Freehold's five Acres, and ſo, Sir, 
an like you, we bring him hither to take his Exhibition 

upon the ſaid Burglary afore Sir Fam . 

5 Heart, Mruther'd ! Who has he murther'd? 
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Conſt. Ned, ned, I knaw a-not,-— The young Fell Me 
and he beliken ha had ſome Words abouten their Swe Fe 
hearts, and fo. he ſhotten, ==— That's aw. | Ht 
Heart, I always told you, George, what theſe wiſhut ! 
Ways would bring you to, but you would ſtill run RA NM. 
upon every thing; what could you expedl ? Jem 
Mode. Yes, Faith, we have made a very pretty Expedne t. 

tion. — One of us is marry'd, and t'other may | F. 

- — My Comfort is, 1 ſhall be out of my P me 


Flora. Oh, my Dear, that barbarous Man, it ſeems, h 
kill'd one of the prettieſt Youths that ever liv'd, the P 
miſe of the fineſt Gentleman. | 

Mode. Hah! --- a very fine Gentleman truly. Hearke 

Friend, you that are ſo happy in your Chains, don'ti 
ſult.— The Waſps have been at thoſe Sweet-meats, -—02c 
The little Raſcal bounc'd of Favours from that very v NM 
tuous Lady your Spouſe, — and therefore I Kill d hi 
Heart. That does not relate to me. my Dear Geo 
her Perſon was her own yon know, till within theſe feſſjoun 
Hours. Prithee now don't mind theſe Things no 
but turn all thy Thoughts on another World, — Thit 
on thy paft Lite, and tremble. DIE «Sr 

Mode, A contented one too — mighty good. 

don't doubt, as this was a Gentleman's Duel, I ſhall hay 
Gentleman's Play for my Life: Keep my Chamber 
Month or two, touch cold Iron; and come out as ft E. 
as Liberty, — While you, having beat your poor- Win 
in vain againſt the Bars of your Conjugal Cage, fit ſulle 
ly moulting the Remainder of your Feathers, and fick 
to Death o the Pip. | 

Free, I believe i ſhall ſecure that Affair, I can pro 
premeditated Malice; I can prove the Challenge. —— 4 
you know very well 1 ſaw you ſhoot him before his H K 
ito] was cock'd. 5 

Mode. So, fo,--- Nay, then my Bufineſs is done! 
Thou Devil, what have I done to thee, that thou to 
menteſt me thus, If I could come at thee, I'd paw 
my Credit for one Sin more, and ſend thee down to thi 
Father of Falſhood with a Lye in thy Mouth, Hen, 
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Fella Heart. Don't vex the poor Man fo, #7: 
Swell Fora. Conſider him, 1 beſeech you, as a dying Man. 
Heart, True! All his Time will be little enough, don'e 
fe wiſþut bim into a Paſſion now. #3 
un R Ade, Fools and Cuckolds, ms Your Pitty is as cons 
np. va) as your Scorn, -—— Sir, Sir, why.do you treat 
erthug? | 
Flora, Shall I ſend for Mr, Puzzletext, he will give you 
ume wholſome, ghoſtly Adyice; poor Creature, how he 
oks! | Ws | 
Mode, Inſulting Devil! | W 
Flora. He will ſhow you in a clear Light the Folly of 
Nenching, and tunning a Muck after the exorbitant De- 
ies and Lufts of the Fleſh, „„ 
Heart. Have you no feeling, George? No ſenſe of your 


ondition? 


ry viſh Mode. Faith, my Friend, barbarous as thou art, I have 
d hi Heart that yet relents for thee, tho' thou art thus un- 
GeoreWind : I would not live, methinks, to ſee thee Hen-peck'd 


ound the Pariſh, hunted like a Craven by a Pallet of thy 
wn Dunghill: No, free thy {elf like a Man. — Burn 
Thidowder firſt, faith do; diſpatch an Ounce of Lead thro” 
y unthinking Pia Mater, and ſleep quietly once for all. 
Free. He rayes, poor Man, he raves _. + _ 
Flora. Send for the Parſon quickly, before his Reaſon 
ls, He looks very wildly, 55 
Heart. Aye, --- he may try at leaſt to make him feel. 
Free. Ah——l am afraid his Conſcience is very Callous. 
Heart. Suppoſe we ſend for a Doctor and a Surgeon. 
Free. And breath a Vein, and Purge and Shave 
here's Sir John f | | | | 
Mode. Pox o' the Parſon, the Doctor. the Surgeon, Sir 
Fohn, and all of you: What Mr. Conſtable, am I to be ſet 
p here like a Shroye-tide Cock, to be palted by every 
lown in the Hundred? E | | 
| Enter Sir John. | 
Sir Fohn, Give you Joy, Coulin Betty, give you Joy? 
odſo you prog very well for your ſelf——1 did not know 
ou went a Husband- hunting all this while Give you 


Jon 
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Joy, Sir, glye you ne you have ſtoln a Fortun 
And did not know it, very good, very good, 

Heart An Accident 1 Fohn, | was walking 
3 When a Star ſhot and took me up into 
3: [TW - f | 
- | Sir John. That is Nonſenſe, —— but 'tis protty, ve 
Pretty. Come Gentlemen, what will you Drink, what w 

you Drink, Codſo, where is In? Where is Tim? C 
| We will be very merry, I am heartily glad of this Afi 
every Man ſhall buy a pair of new Lungs, we'll ſhut 0 

ſelves up, remove the Cellar into the Great Hall, a, 

make one continual roar of Joy that ſhall laſt a Twel w 

month, | i | 

Heart, Sir, here's an Angry Perſon, an Acquaintance( 


mine, who has committed a Gentleman's Murther, and mp 
in great haſte for his MU limut, pray diſpatch him. | N 
. Sir Fohn, Codlo, I am ſorry for it, pray let me knoſ 
the Caſe, * 
5 Enter Country. follows, with Aura Priſoner, 5 
1 Count, An it pleate your Worſhip here's another V wh 
From that we have taken upon Diſpoſition of his Cc pe 
cearns in the ſald Murther, and ſo having Piſtols in Men. 
Pockets, we ha' brought him afore your Worſhip, *. 
. Sir John. Bring him nearer, ſhow me his Face; Cod * 
a pretty young Fellow, let me look at him! What? Hou 7 
adam Aura as | live, What Whim, whatC himara- 2 
What Adventure put thee into this Habit! —_— 
_ Mode, Hah—— Aus — alive too in my little Hein © 
Cloaths, I vow to Gad——Tol lol dol lol—— Hear % 
my little Reprobate Bully I am ſurpriſingly rejoiced oP 
ſee thee, Faith Iam! Buſs! .- Gad 1 never was fo much l 4 
Love with thee in my Life. 4 
Aura. Will you raviſh me again, Mr. Modeley — l. 
— d if you do Ill (winge you. | Fi" 
Mode. Heartwell, how doit. do ft Madam Flora your ny - 
Obedient— Joy, Madam, Joy—— Freehold, Faith tog h 
art @ very clever old Gentleman. Sir Zen | rejoice to ſee y0 70 
em prodiglouſly plested in Troth, | was in 4 ho 


ble Cold Sweat juit how, tho' my proud Heart Wou' e 
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ortunſ vy, Ab if they cou'd but frighten you into Sobrlety 


[king 
into 


ty, ve 
4 
m? 0 
| Aﬀeil 
hut of 
ll, al 
"wel! 


ce. 
Mode, 1 ſhou'd ſink into a Husband tho“ Faith I find a 
ange Stir within me about that whimſical Girl there? 
arkee, Madam, dare you venture upon a Rake in full 
urance (as ſome Ladies have) that! your Charme will 


duce him? | | 
dvr. And fo fall a Martyr to n rie n of By 1 


irtue. | | 
yes. Hold, Sir, I have ſome Intereſt here, and 1 don't | 
ink you tame enough yet to be marrled— hut if the 
il is fooliſh enough to venture, why let her own Inell- 
tions lead her; and then if ſhe falls into a Ditch ſhe cant 
mplain of her Guide, | 
Aura. Indeed I hall not give you that opportunity of 
ing reveng'd. _—_— * 
Mode, Perhaps the Puniſhment may be mine, try me, 
iſt me, ſince | can have you no other way, 
Aura, 1 tell you, Sir; you muſt, before Ire give- 
edit to you, ſerve me faithfully at leaſt two whole, Years 
gether, and then if we like one another as well as we 
now. — Why we'll ſettle our Fortunes and our Inclis 
ions. | 85 
Mode. And jog on in the Road of our Fathers, 
Aura. Amen, | 
Mode. $0 be it. Wh 
Flora, to Sir Fohn, I am ſorry to hear your Misfortune, 
nur Abſence it ſeems the Houſe was robb'd, | 
Fiy ew Codſo! ay, ay, a Villanous Story, Couſin: 
he Duke of Gaſconade lay here laſt Night, ay, his Grace 
me the Honour-+-- but he was moſt barbarouſly treated, 
um in hopes of catching em, if I do 

Inter Lurcher to Sir John, 
Lurch, Sir, if you pleale, one word, 
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her V 
is Ct 
s in 


Cod 
How 
ZrAs 


Hell. 
Jeatk 
jiced 
nuch 
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ur ma 


þ to Fehn. Well, what have yo6 to ſay? I am very buſiez 
ſee 0 hit Wou! | you have, Frien g | 
1 hot! Lurch Had not you a Man of Quality lodg'd in your 


oute laſt Night, | | 
Sir Zohn, Yes I had Sir, and what then? what then 


wo 
Flo? 
| 8 Lurch. 
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Eure. You have a Nephew, 
ir Fehn, Hah ! what! | | y þ 
Euch, That Man of Quality was your Nephew, El 
Fir Fol, And you are he! Aye Mis ſo, *ris ſo; why (lor 
am ſtruck dumb, ay really, quite ſpeechleſi---why cou 
aiMan who loek'd lo like Quality de ſce.— Well, well, \ 
an impudent, a very impudent Age, and verily thou 
the moſt Ipsen Pellets in it. --Codſo, Vi have thi 
hang'd in thy blue Garter and Briſtol Stones for a Theatric 
Teer as thou art, | | 

Lurch Pleaſe to hear me ene word, Sir. | 

Sir John. Ay, ay,---I am your Grace's moſt obedie! 
humble Servant, and return you my moſt hearty Than 
for the particular Favours you have beſtow'd on the m 
unwarthy of your Creatures: Hearke, Paltroon, did y 
never heur of Scandalum Magnatum and ſo forth? b 
what can you ſay for your ſelf now, hah! 226 He 

Lurch. Sir, 1815 that uncommon Generoſity with whit 

ou treate me, under that feign'd Character I bore, ſtru 

10 warmly upon my Mind, 1 coud not bear the Con 

punction 1 fet even from my Succeſs; and thus I thro 
my ſelf upon your Mercy, am ready to reſtore all I ha 
wrong'd you of, and only beg your Forgiveneſs, _ 

Sir Fohn aſide. This is frankly done, very generouſly do 

indeed In troth the Rogue touches me, he has alm 
brought Tears into my Eyes; I profeſs he has---what ſh 
I do? ne” | 0 
Lurch. Neceſſity drove hard. My Creditors threater 
me hourly with a Goal---Nature prompted me to ſtrugg 
with every difficulty, if you can have a favourable thong 
of me | | . | 
Sir John aſide. I profeſs the young Knave has conquer'c 

1 proteis he has — (turning to Luch.) Well. Dick. wi 
if I ſhould venture to reſtore you to my Family, Whats 
curity ſhall 1 have you won't return to theſe Evil wn) 
again, Dick? | VVT 

Lurch. I muſt repeat it, it was the moſt preſſing NF 
ceſſity only that reduced me to theſe Extremes; if ji} 
can forgive me, Sir, I will e:deayour hereafter 7 
it. 19 %%% »;ͥ Ä uns þ 
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I's John, | do, © 46 forgive thee, Dich === profeſs 
y Heart is la (ail it runs over af my Lys, | 
Linh, Year extream Goodneſs cee me with Cons 
ie | 3 
% ohn Well, will your Grace diſmiſs the Maga muffins 
our Train, pay. the Rates and fend em hame to 
eir Wives? Like Fat af% Fallawers, they are fate by bes 
g in good Company Lame come, all is made up; let 
have one Trip lot tt naw Peſeech you: What, a Weds 
ng without a Fiddle, Many is like a Troop without a 
rumper, Cod ſo, we will Foot it till a good Caper- 
onger ſhall be able to copy the Figure of the Dance from 
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Heart. Let theſe Accidents, George, hereaſter, when 
a ſhall pleaſe to think, make you remember, that there 
no real laſting Good but in Virtue, and that the greateſt 
appineſs below conſiſts, however Libertines and Half- 
its may affect to ridicule it, in honourable Love. ” 


1 whit 
, ſtru 
e Con 
[ thro 


11ha | 
When Heaven conſpicuous Merit wou d regard, 


fly doi Virtuous Woman is the great Reward, 
s alm This lovely Bleſſing ſweetens Life alone 


hat ſhS99/5 all our Ills, and keeps hard Fortune down ; 
1 Gives us an Antepaſ of Foys above, 5 
rreatenſÞ Beauty and Virtue, Harmony and Love. 
ſtrugęe | | | - 
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Riticks, the Poet Champion hare I fland, | 
* Lo! in his Name, ihs n — + + 
Is my Opinion that his Cauſe i go 1 

And I defend it with my Heure % Blood; 
Tli puſb you, my bold Boys, M nd Parade, 
Cart over Arm, or Terſo, or _— 
w—— Codſo! theſe Brteches' hah ſo fr my Brain, 

I han t be eaſie till I have kill'd my Man: 
What ! not one Beau ſiep forth to give me Battle ; 

| Where are thoſe pretty Things that us d'to battle 

Such tender Nonſenſe ? | But they re all ſo civil, 
They hate a naked Weapon tis the Devil. | 
— Now le; me dye, my Dear, Sir Coxcomb cries, \ . 
You want no other Min pous, but your Eyes. 4 
I hate theſe fawning Triflers, and declare 

5 Againſt all Smock. fac d Griticks open Mar. 

* Know Gentlemen, the Poet t my Ally, 

* * And Til defend him to the Laſt, of die, 

1 My Sword is out ; 1'll never baſely ſue, 

Nor ſheath it while my Enemy's in View; 

No Bribes, no Tricks, no Wheadling of my Face, 

Include us both ith) Treaty if you plbaſe, 

But Faith, I'll never make a ſeparatgę Peace. 
No, ye French Heroes, I'll not take your Mord, 

| You'll beat a Man when you have got his Sword; 

Ay. that's your Play. I knew you, Sirs, of old, 
Tow Bully like the Devil —— with your Gold; 
What muſt we do thin? eite Plenipo's, 

And bravely Sword in 1 with our Foes, 

we fly, ye Charitable Fair, 

2 2¹0 to this Dramatich War 

wur Smiles will cauſe all hoſtile Aﬀts to ceaſe, - 
And make a laſting, honourable Peace, 
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